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CHAPTER 1 


THAT SUMMER rumors in Athens were plentiful. There was talk of 
political discontent; that Gorgas, the terrorist leader, had escaped 
from exile in the Indian Ocean and the inflammatory word enosis was 
heard once more in the land. Of course, the tourists who crowded 
Constitution Square were only interested in knowing if there was any 
danger to them. They were reassured, by those parties who profited 
from the tourist trade, that rumors were simply rumors; wishful 
thinking on the part of certain failures, malcontents and the 
unemployed. 

So the tourists came by plane, train and boat and, if they happened 
to be Americans, their stay was made more rewarding by a bright new 
public-relations agency which, though privately financed, was the 
government’s pride and joy. The people behind this outfit seemed to 
know more about what free-spending Americans liked than P. T. 
Barnum and Mike Todd combined. Athens’ share of the overseas 
tourist dollar climbed disproportionately to the rest of Europe. And 
the political handwriting on the wall merely added spice to the 
tourist’s visit like the throbbing of guitars at the outdoor night clubs. 
Who could keep track of Balkan politics anyway? 

A good many miles from Athens a young American had been 
keeping close track of events for some time. He now desperately 
wished to communicate his findings. He sat among other men, 
huddled in their sheepskins against the cold, for the nights even in 
summer are chilly in the high places. But he wasn’t going to 
communicate anything to anyone. His hands were tied. He knew that 
he was about to die. 

He sat there and stared at the water which seethed far below. Was 
it the Aegean or the Ionian? He didn’t really care. It was amazing the 
way your professional instincts worked up to the very end. Points of 
reference, the identifying features of the men who were about to kill 
himthat was all pretty academic by now. He ought to be thinking 
about his boyhood, he supposed, or the girl he left behind. 

The man who was about to die wasn’t frightened. He felt only that 
tension which always preceded action; the pre-kick-off. flutters he 
always got playing ball back at Ohio State. The fear would come later 
he thought. Then he realized that there would be no later. If he had 
one official last thought, he decided, he wished he could send one last 
cypher transmission telling what he now knew to a man named Hawk 
in Washington. It was frustrating as hell to have cracked the case and 
not be able to report it. 


One of the sheepskins came over and placed a cigarette between 
the young man’s lips without meeting his eyes. 

The black tobacco tasted awful but the casual act of humanity 
nearly made the young man lose his hard-pressed self-control and start 
to beg for his life. These men can’t be so bad, he thought. Life was 
very sweet and desirable at that moment. It seemed a terrible 
foolishness on everyone’s part that he was about to leave it. The 
American was young in years but old in experience. He wasn’t about 
to ask for his life because they weren’t going to grant it. He spared 
himself the. indignity. Pride, he thought ruefully, is probably the only 
baggage we can take to hell. 

Then one of the sheepskins who was on the telephone hung up. 

“The woman says now. Tonight,” the man said. 

It was the signal for action. The whole party rose, went out of the 
hut and began climbing the old goatherd’s trail up the hillside, the 
sheepskins prodding the young man with their pistols when he 
showed signs of faltering and boosting him over the hard places. 

The man behind the American, the one who had been on the 
telephone, was wearing a sheepskin but he was not of the sheepskins. 
He was the leader. 

“Fearful sweat these goat trails, aren’t they, old man?” said the 
man behind the American. The American said nothing. He was 
thinking that it was foolish of him to be cooperating with his 
murderers but he couldn’t see any other choice. He had been drugged 
for some time and wasn’t feeling very strong. If he jumped from the 
trailwell, the slopes here weren’t steep enough to do more than add a 
great deal of suffering to his death. He had never thought he could be 
so analytical about it. 

At one point the young man stumbled. 

“Do you think you can cope, old man?” The voice behind sounded 
genuinely concerned. 

“Tll be all right,” the American said. 

“Of course you will,” the man behind him said. Then he shot the 
American in the back of the head and the American didn’t even hear 
the gun go off. 

The man with the pistol took a long pull from a silver flask and 
stared at his work with satisfaction. Then he started down the rocky 
slope to tell the woman. The American chap had been a bit of luck all 
right. This sort of job was out of his line and cost his employers extra. 
Money that he could certainly use. 

Washington, D.C., was almost as hot as Athens but it was the more 
oppressive, sultry heat of summer in the so-called temperate zones. To 
the people who had to work there it was a hot, sticky, overcrowded 
city no more glamorous than any other. Congress stood adjourned and 


that afternoon the Senators had clinched last place in the 

American League with a spectacular loss to their nearest rivals for 
that distinction, the Boston Red Sox. 

In the traffic streaming away from the ball park was a new, low- 
slung, black limousine, showroom-shiny despite the dusty appearance 
of most of the other cars on the road. It eventually drew to a stop in 
front of the undistinguished offices of the Amalgamated Press and 
Wire Services on DuPont Circle. Inside the air-conditioned car, the 
Vice President of the United States turned to his companion. 

“Are you sure I can’t drop you in Georgetown?” the Vice President 
asked. “Remember with this new economy drive, the air conditioning 
in Government office buildings goes off at five o’clock.” 

The gray-haired man beside the Vice President shook his head. 

“Thanks very much, but no. Be sure your sins will find you out. I 
might have known I couldn’t get to a ball game without something 
coming up. I’ll just have to suffer.” 

After some further joking about what could be so important as all 
that, the Vice Presidential limousine and its following Secret Service 
limousine drew away. The gray-haired old man who had been the 
Vice President’s guest threw a friendly wave at the departing 
limousine, then turned and walked into the office building and 
ascended by a private elevator to the top floor. 

He was very lean and erect, this old man, with a posture that 
suggested the career soldier and the direct, analytical gaze of a 
country-newspaper editor. Friend of Wild Bill Donovan, Allen Dulles 
and others, he had been around Washington a long time. Not too 
widely known even in this inbred city. A strange situation when you 
considered the fact that he met daily with the Secretary of State and 
monthly with the Joint Chiefs of Staff. 

His gray hair was somewhat wispy now but his stride and bearing 
had the athletic ease of a man twenty years younger. He wore tweeds 
which looked as if they had been cut in London. His eyes, which could 
twinkle with ancient humor or remain as cold as a vivisectionist’s, 
were merely thoughtful as he entered his private office, a large room, 
expensively furnished but almost as sparse and stripped for action as 
its owner. The old man walked directly to his heavy oak desk, nodding 
a greeting to the man who was already in the room and who appeared 
to be concentrating on blowing a perfect smoke ring. 

The. old man’s name was Hawk. From that desk he ran the United 
States Government’s highest and most secret intelligence agency. The 
big man seated in front of him was N3, his top agent and a man after 
the old man’s heart. Which meant, in practice, that he usually gave N3 
a harder time than he did anyone else. 

The old man sat back in his chair and leveled an appraising glance 


at his number-one agent. He knew, of course, that N3 had passed his 
Phys-Psych clearance for another mission with flying colors. But other 
agents had passed, then cracked under pressure in the field. He took 
his time looking N3 over. In the end he seemed satisfied with what he 
saw. 

“Good vacation, Carter?” 

“Never better,” the agent said. His name was Nick Carter. He was 
big and looked somewhat like a professional athlete, who had the 
savvy to move on to advertising or public relations when his playing 
days were over. His hard, classically handsome face was saved from 
collar-ad prettiness by a leavening of intelligence and a readiness to 
laugh, indicated by the lines around his eyes. Now he lounged in his 
chair, relaxed and tanned after three weeks aboard a sport fisherman 
in the Florida Keys and nights of love and laughter with the sweet 
swinging daughter of the tennis pro at the local luxury hotel. 

“MacDonald’s dead,” Hawk said flatly. 

“T know. I heard on the way in,” Nick said. “Greece, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes,” Hawk said. “It was Greece.” He took an evil-looking black 
cigar from a humidor on his desk and lit it. “You know I thought that 
boy was going to go a long way with us. Came to us from Army 
Security. Splendid record.” 

Nick said nothing. He knew a lot of dead men with splendid 
records. Dwelling on the deaths of agents didn’t pay. 

“Funny,” Hawk went on, “I didn’t think it was really dangerous 
when I sent him in there. It was, though. They found his body in the 
mountains with a little hole in the back of his skull and no face left in 
front. Hands were tied. Summers get pretty hot there and they bury 
bodies quickly. No qualified autopsy. Death by the hand of a person or 
persons unknown.” 

Hawk removed the cigar from the corner of his mouth and 
regarded it thoughtfully. He was in the position of a man who designs 
and builds expensive racing cars. His agents were the drivers. No 
matter how well he conceived and staged an operation it was up to 
the agents to carry it through to success. All that he could really do 
was set tilings up and keep his fingers crossed. 

Nick Carter almost never let him down. Others did more often. 
Often they payed with their lives when that happened. Therefore, 
Hawk never criticized one agent to another. That didn’t mean he liked 
losing, though. 

“MacDonald was investigating an Athenian public-relations outfit,” 
Hawk said, “that’s gone into business the last couple of years 
promoting travel in Greece and the Islands. Call themselves Golden 
Island Promotions. A slick outfit with plenty of cash behind them.” 

He used the cigar to indicate a pile of glossy American magazines 


on his desk. 

“They spend a fortune courting American reporters and 
communications people. Special press junkets to the Greek Islands via 
jet. Treat ‘em like royalty while they’re there. Result is, it’s very much 
the fashionable thing these days to spend your vacation in Greece. 
And,” he said leaning forward and staring quizzically at Nick, “to 
come back home with a Greek wife or upstairs maid or sponsored 
student or what have you. Anyone you can get on a preferred quota.” 

He sat back and tapped a folder in front of him. 

“Tt was the immigration quota figures that told me something was 
wrong. Way out of proportion. We have a flood of Greeks coming into 
the States, all sponsored, one way or another, by American clients of 
Golden Island Promotions. What do you think about that?” 

“Sounds worth having a look into.” 

“That’s just what I thought. Just worth a look. So I sent MacDonald 
to look. Now I’m drafting a letter to his parents.” 

“Of course he could have gotten mixed up in something else,” Nick 
suggested. “From what I hear, Athens is a pot that’s about to boil 
over.” 

“Of course that occurred to me, too,” Hawk snapped. “That’s what 
you’re going to do. Go to Athens. Follow MacDonald’s footsteps. Find 
out what he was onto and where he went wrong. Most important, find 
out what these Golden Island people are up to.” Hawk leaned back 
and attempted to relight the cigar, which had gone out. “And come 
back alive,” he added generously. 

“Did MacDonald get anything back to us before he died?” Nick 
asked. 

Hawk shook his head. “Apparently he had just gotten hot when 
they caught onto him. We sent him in as a big-time journalist. 
Thought it might give him a little leeway if they caught him snooping 
around. It made communications much easier too. In any case, 
something obviously went wrong. I don’t know at what point.” Hawk 
paused. 

“You’re going to Greece as an archeologist. That’s a man who digs 
around in old cities to find out what they were like.” 

Nick said, “Thank you.” Deadpan. Hawk suppressed a smile. 

“That cover should bring the Golden Island people running, eager 
to sell you on the idea of bringing some of their young people‘hosts 
and hostesses,’ they call ‘em back to the States through your contacts 
at American universities and colleges. I have already taken steps to 
make you a very well-known archeologist.” 

Hawk sat back and pointed to a statuette on the window sill. 

“Know what that is?” 


“Venus of Cyrene,” Nick said promptly. “Bronze reproduction. 


Expensive. Good copy.” 

“Carter, you continually astonish me.” Hawk had the faintly 
puzzled look he always affected when N3 demonstrated knowledge 
unrelated to the world of counterespionage or sexual dalliance. 

“Put it down to all the time I spent hanging around drafty 
museums waiting to be contacted by shifty-eyed guys with folded 
newspapers.” 

“Tl put it down to your obsession with the female figure.” 

Nick cocked an eyebrow and let himself relax deeper into his seat. 

Hawk cleared his throat. 

“Permit an old man his whimsies, Carter. Remember you’re going 
off to the sunny Grecian Islands and I’m facing another hot summer 
with the bureaucrats of Foggy Bottom. You’re going to Greece, yes,” 
he added, “but fust you’re going to school.” 

Nick groaned inwardly but said nothing. Hawk’s painstaking 
methods paid off. When Nick finished his cram course in archeology 
he would be able to pass as an expert among other experts. He would 
not be given away by a stupid technical slip, 

“Be happy in your work, my boy,” Hawk said gleefully, noting 
Nick’s woebegone look. “You will return to us from Greece even more 
magnificently bronzed and with an erudition in classical lore that will 
be the talk of Washington.” 

That made them about even as far as wisecracks went. Hawk 
continued more seriously. 

“The only trouble with this cover is that it won’t let you get around 
easily in the seedier sections of town or be seen with sonic of the types 
you may want to talk with. So first we’ll send you in as Professor 
Harding, as bait for the Golden Island’s people. You’ll hang around the 
archeological diggings in the old city for awhile. Then an emergency 
will call you back to the States for an indefinite period.” 

The slim old man leaned forward, his eyes dancing with a 
schoolboyish excitement. Nick grinned. Hawk delighted in this sort of 
sleight of hand. 

“Tl fix things up with the captain of a freighter that calls regularly 
at Piraeus. You’ll have papers and a berth. Once you go ashore in 
Piraeus you can use them or not as you see fit. The captain will back 
you up in anything reasonable. Just remember that he has to answer 
to the owners, not me, so he can’t go too far for you.” 

Nick understood perfectly. Nobody, but nobody, loved an agent in 
the field. When things went wrong you were the original invisible 
man. 

The rest of the interview was taken up with technical details; 
methods of cash transfers for expenses, communications systems and 
the long system of contacts that would turn Nick Carter into Professor 


Andrew Harding and Able-bodied Seaman Thomas Evans. 

The mills of American Intelligence, Hawk was fond of saying, grind 
slowly but they grind exceedingly fine. From the pressurized cabin of 
the Apollo Airways jet, the traveler could look down at the rocky 
spine of the Balkan Mountains, gray and brown in the blazing 
sunshine. From the air, it was a dead land rising sparse and barren out 
of the deep blue of the Aegean Sea. As the jet began its long descent 
into Athens, the passengers were afforded a closer look at the tiny 
harbor towns perched precariously on the rock shelves where the 
mountains plunged into the sea. In the valleys the river beds were 
white trails, dry now in the summer sun. 

The seat-belt sign went on and a moment later the aircraft lurched 
as the flaps went out. The passengers stirred, anticipating relief from 
the boredom of the long flight. Then they began to look nervous as 
they always did when their airborne living room gave signs that it was 
just another flying machine. The hostesses passed up the aisle 
checking seat belts with quick professional glances. 

“Comfortabley Professor Harding?” The hostess paused at the seat 
of the big American in the summer suit. “Is there anything else we can 
do for you before we land?” Her dark-eyed glance flicked over him 
with a knowledgeable approval that was more than just professional 
courtesy. She had been especially attentive throughout the whole 
flight. 

The big American’s smile was disarming, for it managed somehow 
to be both dazzling and rather unworldly at the same time. The 
loosely knotted tie, the rumpled hair and the pile of old, unjacketed 
books in his lap contributed to the charming impression of scholastic 
preoccupation. 

“T don’t think so,” he said. “You’ve all been most kind. A wonderful 
flight really. It seems as if we just left New York.” 

The hostess smiled prettily, thanked the Professor and went on up 
the aisle. If that one in the summer suit was a professor, she thought, 
things had changed a great deal for the better since she had left 
school. 

The Professor smiled to himself. He was pleased. He could tell by 
the slightly patronizing way that people spoke to him that they were 
buying his act; the good-natured, bookish fellow more interested in 
ancient verse than a well-turned leg, a fumbler for boarding passes, 
unable to figure local currencies but a sound man on early Minoan 
pottery. 

The pert airline hostess would have been shocked, or perhaps 
thrilled, to learn that the rumpled Professor knew several different 
ways to kill a man in total silence; that he had used a number of these 
in action during the last few years; that the Professor was known in 


certain circles in Washington, Moscow, Peking and perhaps half a 
dozen other cities as Killmaster; that his name was Nick Carter and 
that in a number of those cities there was a substantial price on his 
head. 

Nick was under no illusions about this, After you had been 
working in this field a certain length of time, your operations came to 
the attention of the real pros, the top men all over the world. Their 
problem was finding out where Killmaster was and what he was up to. 
Nick’s problem was to be sure that they didn’t. It was a nerve- 
wracking game of hide-and-seek. Nick had been at it longer than most 
agents. Which didn’t mean that he was old. It only meant that most 
agents died or cracked under the pressure at comparatively early ages. 

Now the old-young man they called Killmaster was on his way to 
the first phase of the operation so carefully planned by Hawk. When 
he had established his identity as Professor Harding, the second phase 
would begin. He would be Seaman Thomas Evans. As one man or the 
other, Nick was sure that he was bound for an almost certain 
confrontation with “a person or persons unknown” who favored a 
bound victim and a revolver shot in the back of the head. 


CHAPTER 2 


IT WAS a wet night in Athens. Fog curled in tendrils along the 
clammy alleys and docks of Piraeus. The ships on the waterfront rode 
uneasily at their cables as though listening to the sound of drunken 
laughter coming from nearby bars. 

The American walked down the gangway with his sea bag over his 
shoulder. He was tall and rangy and still in work clothes. His face was 
permanently morose and did not invite friendship. They called him 
Pedro. Some wit in the engine room had thought up the misnomer 
because he was so big and non-Latin-looking. Because it was so wrong 
for him, the name had stuck. He was always alone. He never joined 
the nonstop card games in the cabins. His personal habits were dirty 
enough to draw unfavorable comment from a group of men not noted 
for their fastidiousness. 

He had gotten into a fight with Dago Lynch. He had finished off 
old Dago with a deceptive little head feint and a short right hand so 
devastatingly effective that it suggested the professional ring. No 
disciplinary action had resulted. Although the men hated to do so, 
they had to admit that Pedro had been sorely pressed by Dago, who 
was a notorious bully. After beating the ship’s champion, some of the 
men had seen fresh virtues in Pedro and tried to buddy up. His replies 
to these overtures of friendship had been so rude and obnoxious that 
they soon left him alone again. 

The one indication he gave of being something above the beasts 
was his habit of sitting alone out on deck at night playing his guitar. 
He was not a very good guitar player and rudely turned down the 
invitations of some of the men who were expert to join them in the 
nightly sessions where they played hours of noisy country music. 

All that the crew knew about him was that he had come aboard in 
Portugal to replace a man who was seriously ill. The funny thing 
about that was that the man who had been rushed ashore by the local 
authorities into an observation ward, with the full consent of the 
ship’s master, thought he had been feeling fine. And of course the man 
would have been considered insane if he had hit upon the truth of the 
affair; that the rare disease he was suffering from had been diagnosed 
by an old man in Washington who had never seen him but who 
wanted an empty berth on an American ship going to Athens. 

Pedro went to a cheap waterfront hotel and left off his sea bag. 
Then he went out again into the dreary mist. 

He was looking for a tavern called The Seven Against Thebes. 
There he was going to meet a man who would have information he 


wanted very much. He had been waiting to meet this man for some 
time. As Professor Harding, it would have been an inexcusable error 
and suicidal into the bargain to be seen talking with this man. As 
Seaman Thomas Evans, known as Pedro to his mates, there was no 
reason why he couldn’t see this fellow anytime he chose within 
reason. 

So far Hawk’s plan had worked without a hitch. Nick had 
established his cover as Professor Harding. This had consisted of 
hanging around the digging site, puttering with several pages of notes 
written for him by an expert in Washington and avoiding the 
attentions of several eager university coeds spending their summer 
digging in Athens. 

He had been approached, as predicted by Hawk, by the Golden 
Islands Promotions people who thought the Professor might be 
interested in their activities furthering the education of deserving 
young Greeks and, incidentally, in broadening his own horizons by 
getting to know modern Greece as well as classical Greece. He had 
resisted, at first, pleading overwork. They had called again, spoken 
more persuasively of their good work and the Professor had relented. 
He had met and talked with some of their lower executives. There 
were to be further meetings. Then Professor Harding had been 
recalled to the States by an emergency in his family. He would resume 
talks with Golden Islands when he returned. So far he had learned 
nothing even vaguely pertaining to the death of agent MacDonald. 

In the meantime, the Professor’s absence had allowed Seaman 
Evans to slip into Athens. His presence gave Nick considerably more 
mobility to move around the waterfront bars where there was always 
someone who knew someone else who could get it for you or do it for 
you, if the price was right. It was such a man that Nick was now on 
his way to meet. 

With everything going so well, Nick wondered why his 
professional instincts were telling him that something was wrong here. 
He had caught the mood of the waterfront early ... danger . 
outsiders go home.... The quarter had been telling him that all night. 
The sixth sense that was his own early-warning system told him that 
he was onto something with the same sureness that an animal knows 
that there are hunters on the trail somewhere upwind. But it couldn’t 
tell him what the danger was. Or from where it would come. 

The mist was turning to rain now. Nick shrugged. He would meet 
the old man, learn what he had come to learn and make his 
proposition. Then he would have a couple of drinks with the man for 
old time’s sake and return to his hotel. Whatever was on in the quarter 
probably didn’t concern the U.S. Government. Possibly it was no more 
than a pending settlement of affairs between waterfront gangsters. 


He saw the tavern ahead of him. It was a dingy place, little 
different from half a dozen other nondescript eating places in the 
quarter. He went in and looked around for his contact. He saw him 
sitting alone at a table eating a plate of figs and olives. Nobody gave 
Nick a second glance as he moved through the crowded room toward 
his contact. He fit in here, a big, hard-faced animal of a man in an oily 
sweater with a tough body that looked as if it had been strengthened 
by years of hardship at sea. Other seamen shared their tables with 
their tarts or danced to the exotic rhythms of the bouzoukia music 
which issued from the ancient jukebox in the corner. In the back room 
other customers picked their meals directly from great iron cauldrons 
on the stove. 

The old man’s leathery face lighted up in a wide smile when he 
saw Nick. Nick summed him up as he greeted him. Except for a brief 
telephone call two weeks ago, he had been out of contact with the old 
man for ten years. His name was Leonidas. Not so old really. 
Uncombed thick black hair, the head of a horse. A real tiger when he 
was younger, still robust as hell from the look of him. Good man 
against the Germans and later against the Communists. Bit of a black 
marketeer in the old days. Not greedy, just made his nest egg. Worth 
every dollar of it too, as far as U.S. Intelligence was concerned. 

Nick had been intrigued by an omission in the literature of the 
Golden Islands Promotions. They mentioned their extensive training 
facilities for their hosts and hostesses but made no mention of where 
they were except to state that they were on an island in the Cyclades 
chain. Nick had called Leonidas, who had relatives and friends 
everywhere, to see if he could locate the actual island. 

“How’s fishing?” Nick said to the old man. 

“Peaceful, brother,” the old man said, displaying strong teeth in a 
rugged, heavily boned face. “Wine?” Nick nodded and the old man 
poured generously. 

“And your lovely daughter?” 

“Beautiful as youth and morning. To be married to a schoolmaster 
this week. A goggled fellow. Smart in the head, weak in the shoulders. 
Perhaps it is for the best that she did not marry a fisherman. No sons 
found floating on the storm beaches. You will attend the wedding?” 

“If business permits,” Nick said, “I shall hope to attend.” 

“Of course business is first.” The old eyes glittered. “But it is not 
like the old days, eh? Plenty of dynamite and plenty of money from 
President Truman.” 

They laughed together briefly. There was a false note in the old 
man’s laughter, Nick decided. The old man lowered his voice. 

“Listen brother, the unforeseen has happened. I am sorry that I 
named this place to meet. Tonight it could be dangerous.” Nick 


shrugged. 

“Lots of nights are dangerous when you work for the old firm. One 
death. He who pays this year is quit for the next. The old motto back 
in the hills,” Nick said. 

“Yes,” the old man said, “but in the hills there was a reason and a 
profit for both of us, one way or another. There is none for you here. 
Not unless your uncle is interested in developing property on Cyprus.” 

“T don’t think so,” Nick said slowly. “Not really his specialty. Still 
everything is grist for my uncle’s mill.” 

The old man nodded. 

“T do not follow politics any more. But I know that one could grind 
the wrong crop and get caught in the mill wheel. I thought your uncle 
would be interested in something closer. I have made inquiries as you 
asked. Baos is ideal but the property has been developed.” 

Nick registered the name and located it on his mental map of the 
Islands. So the Golden Island’s training facilities were on the Island of 
Baos. 

“T would like to look at it, anyway,” Nick said. “Perhaps the owner 
would be interested in renting or leasing.” 

“It would be complicated,” the old man replied. “The owner is 
more than solvent and does not encourage inquiries.” 

“Still,” Nick said, “a boatman who knew the waters ...” He let the 
sentence hang. He couldn’t push things too hard with the old man. He 
was as stubborn as they came. And something was troubling him. 

“This is not the old days, brother. I do not have as many friends 
nor do I have my ear to the ground as I once did. That increases the 
danger.” 

“My uncle is generous,” Nick said, “as you know.” The old man 
shook his head in annoyance. 

“T understand that. It is not the point. Only a fool fishes uncharted 
waters when there is a squall on the horizon.” 

“The squall is downwind,” Nick said. “Blowing out of Cyprus, you 
say, where the weather is not my concern.” 

“The wind changes fast on an unknown coast,” the old man said. 
There was no arguing with him. Nick was puzzled. What could be 
troubling the old bandit 

“Ts it political?” Nick asked softly. 

“Everything today is political,” Leonidas answered gloomily. “And 
who knows why anyone does anything any more? Politics is not a 
fitting game for an old fisherman who hopes soon to be a 
grandfather.” 

Nick began to catch on a little. He was aware of the political 
situation in Athens. He had seen the catch phrase enosis and other 
slogans demanding union of Greece and Cyprus scrawled on walls. It 


was an old stick to beat the government with. A few terrorists had 
been arrested here and in Cyprus but most intelligence sources 
believed the troublemakers to be confined to a small handful of 
diehards left over from the old Cyprus trouble. But Leonidas, who 
apparently thought there was more to it than that, would have to live 
in Greece long after Nick left. 

Nevertheless, Nick thought the old man, who owned his own 
fishing boat and was experienced in clandestine operations, was just 
the man to sail him to Baos for a quiet look at the workings of Golden 
Islands Promotions. His investigations through the front door as 
Professor Harding certainly hadn’t turned up anything. 

They drank together in silence. Leonidas was embarrassed and 
despondent at refusing his old friend a favor. 

Nick let the question lie for the time being. He would try Leonidas 
again and up his offer. He must have a look at that training camp. 

The jukebox continued to thump and the waterfront types hustled 
their women or drank themselves into quiet stupors. Or were they? 
Nick’s trained analytical eyes scanned the room carefully, picking up a 
detail here, another there. It took him a couple of minutes to figure 
out just what was happening. Hard-eyed men in business suits, some 
too city-bred and just a cut above the waterfront men, were filling the 
place up. They would sit at a table for one glass of ouzo, then amble 
to the rear of the restaurant and disappear. At first Nick thought they 
were on their way to the men’s room but then he noticed that none of 
them came back. While they waited their turn to go back, they sat by 
themselves and ignored the waterfront tarts. These men reminded 
Nick of certain Mafia chieftains he had once watched gathering in the 
rear of a notorious bar in Bayonne, New Jersey. He wondered what 
the old fisherman had gotten himself into. Or was trying to stay out 
of. 

Xenia Mitropoleos had not always been one of the waterfront girls. 
She had been a gawky, moody child given to fits of deep despair at 
her ugliness. She had grown to a tall, voluptuous beauty and found 
happiness in an early marriage. Then her young husband had been 
killed during the troubles in Cyprus. With no money and no relations, 
she had tried working as a typist after her husband’s death, both for 
the money to survive and to forget the memory of the only happiness 
she had ever known. Failing as a typist, she had worked briefly in a 
shop, then drifted to the waterfront. Life had been easy there. The 
men made small demands. If they asked for more than she was 
prepared to give, they were never invited back to her apartment and 
since she was far and away the best-looking girl in the sailors’ section, 
no one in his right mind put himself in bad with Xenia. The men 
respected her in a curious kind of way. She had one peculiarity. She 


never slept with a man on Monday. Monday had been the day she 
received news of her husband’s death. The waterfront regulars were 
impressed with this somewhat bizarre tribute to her late husband’s 
memory. Which of them could be sure that their own wives in the 
same circumstances would be capable of as much? 

Nick first saw her arguing heatedly with a dapper little fat man at 
the cash register. She was tall with jet-black hair that fell to the rich 
olive skin of her bare shoulders. She had a lovely figure that was very 
slim at the waist, long legs and a full bust. 

“Do not answer, Constantine,” Nick heard her say to the little man 
she was arguing with. “You would only lie. I can tell by all your faces 
that the old dog is returning to the pack. It is a matter of indifference 
to me.” 

She had a clear, candid voice. The swarthy fat man was obviously 
very angry. He wore a little black moustache, red suspenders and had 
a mouthful of bad, tobacco-stained teeth. Nick saw these when 
Constantine made a gesture of spitting on the floor. His arms were 
folded to give an impression of contained dignity but he was furious. 

“Bah!” the little fat man exclaimed. “Constantine does not give ear 
to the chatter of whores.” 

“Tell me frankly, Constantine, my Achilles, what is the proper 
word for a man who lives off the earnings of a whore?” 

His answer was too fast and idiomatic for Nick to catch. He 
thought Constantine was going to hit the girl. Nick would have made 
no move to interfere. His name was Killmaster not Galahad. The U.S. 
Government hadn’t sent him to Greece to settle fallings-out between 
prostitutes and procurers. The girl laughed at Constantine’s upraised 
arm. 

“Strike, it is all the same to me. If you do, however, I shall never 
set foot in your house again and you will lose half your trade and all 
of the patronage of the American Navy. You will be forced to go back 
to the Dourgouti shanties.” 

Nick laughed. No one else seemed to be paying any attention. The 
girl’s dark gaze rested speculatively on Nick for a moment, then she 
returned to her argument. 

“You approve of Xenia?” Leonidas asked. 

“She’s easier on the eyes than her friend Constantine.” Nick 
laughed. 

“Agreed,” Leonidas said. “She is the gift of life. Oh, to be fifty 
again.” Nick started to kid Leonidas, then thought better of it. Joke- 
making privileges get withdrawn over the years. The girl’s argument 
appeared to have ended in a draw. She was coming toward their table, 
walking with a lazy, insolent stride, a glass of ouzo in one hand. Nick 
watched her chuck a particularly villainous-looking old seaman under 


the chin. 

“Sorry, Andros. You know I never go with seamen on Mondays.” 
She twisted her sinuous body from his pawing hands with a laugh that 
showed her long graceful throat. Another voice hailed her from the 
shadows. 

“How about me, Xenia? I’m a carpenter.” She cocked her head at 
the man, the trace of a sarcastic smile playing at the corners of her 
wide, sensuous mouth. 

“IT do not go with carpenters on Mondays, Tuesdays or 
Wednesdays. Perhaps on Thursdays when I’m always broke. Maybe 
then a carpenter.” 

Nick laughed again. Her big dark eyes met his, communicating a 
sense of shared amusement. Leonidas called to her and she came to 
their table. She chatted with the old fisherman but her eyes were full 
of reserved interest in Nick. Leonidas introduced him as Seaman 
Thomas “Pedro” Evans. 

“What a terrible thing it is to be old,” Leonidas said, “and see the 
young men make off with all the best girls.” 

“You are hardly a stranger to the girls of Piraeus, Leonidas,” she 
said with her lurking smile. “At your age you should be ashamed. And 
this one. Your friend, Leonidas. A seaman? No, he is at least two 
seamen.” She turned her dark eyes on Nick in a smile that was just 
between the two of them. Nick was very conscious of the nearness of 
her perfect and vital young body. The twin mounds of softness that 
were her breasts pushed up boldly against the low-cut jersey she wore. 

“You are wrong, Xenia,” Leonidas said. “He is a navy of seamen, an 
armada of seamen. What a sight it was to see him fight in the old 
days.. 

“My old friend babbles myths now in his senility,” Nick kidded. 
Her full red lips curved into a smile at the exchange. Suddenly her 
eyes widened. She stared straight over Nick’s shoulder at the door. 

“Oh, my God,” she whispered before her hand flew up to her 
mouth. 

Nick turned. An old man with a heavy black beard stood in the 
door. Not healthy-old like Leonidas. He had a pale, sickly face with a 
bright flush of color on each cheekbone. His eyes were as bright and 
black as coals. His figure was bent and he looked ill. A man driven 
forward by a blazing will power to perform some last task, to see some 
last enemy buried before tottering triumphantly to his own grave. 

And Nick had met that face somewhere before. Not head on, never 
eyeball to eyeball, as they were saying around government circles, or 
he would have known the face. Nick might not have recognized the 
face at all if it hadn’t been for the silence that had fallen over the 
room when the old man came in. It was the awed, respectful quiet 


that greeted the passing of a Mafia overlord in parts of Sicily, the 
regard for il padrone that was mixed with terror. The old man’s 
burning eyes slowly swept the room but he said nothing. Then, with 
the dapper little fat man, Constantine, dancing attendance, the old 
man walked slowly to the rear of the room where the other men had 
been going. 

Nick turned back to Leonidas and Xenia, a dozen questions dancing 
through his mind. He didn’t get a chance to have them answered. 
Xenia had very quietly fainted in her seat. 


CHAPTER 3 


THE RAIN was blowing off and it had turned chilly. A high moon 
showed through racing, ragged clouds. Nick stood in the shadows of 
the church door, shivering slightly. Farther down the dark and empty 
street he could see the dim lights of the Seven Against Thebes tavern. 
He would give the girl five more minutes. Perhaps it was the wrong 
church. Saint Somebody of the Storms. It was the nearest church to 
the tavern. 

Then he saw her coming up the street, the collar turned up on her 
cheap white raincoat, stepping out with her long, independent stride. 
His eyes were flat and expressionless as he watched her from the 
shadows. He was frankly suspicious. He hadn’t stayed alive all these 
eventful years by taking things at face value. If she were a plant it had 
been a slick, well-done job. 

He reviewed the strange scene in the tavern. When she had 
recovered from her faint, Nick had offered to take her home. She had 
refused. 

“T warned you once, brother, that this was a bad place to be 
tonight,” Leonidas had said gruffly. “Go please at once. You endanger 
our lives, if not your own. This is no concern of your government. Go 
now.” 

“Nonsense,” Nick had said. “This girl is obviously frightened out of 
her wits. I have a car. Besides, this is all becoming very interesting.” 

“T said it was no concern of yours,” Leonidas had growled. Then 
the girl had crossed him up by accepting Nick’s offer. Leonidas had 
shrugged and left. The girl had refused to be seen going out with Nick; 
She had arranged this rendezvous instead. 

Nick stepped out of the church door as she approached. She gave a 
startled little gasp when she saw him. 

“T am sorry,” she said. “I made such a fool of myself inside. But I 
did not dare be seen leaving with a stranger. We would surely be 
followed and ...” She shrugged. 

I’ve got news for you, baby, Nick thought. We are being followed. 
He had known it as soon as he had stepped out on the street. He had 
long ago gotten to the point where he could tell whether he had a tail 
or not. It was an automatic, an unconscious tiling. They were parked 
in a Volvo several blocks down with the motor running, the exhaust 
fumes giving thern away. He did not mention this to the girl. He 
merely asked her why she thought they were being followed. 

“You have heard of the Sons of Prometheus?” 

“The name sounds familiar,” Nick said. “I thought they were a 


local terrorist outfit on Cyprus that went out of business when the UN 
truce took effect.” 

“Well,” she said, “they are back in business now. They are very 
secret and all over Athens. They have murdered several recently for 
betraying their secrets. I don’t know why I tell you this except that 
there is somethng about you that one can trustbesides you are a friend 
of Leonidas. Both Leonidas and I have spoken against the Sons. 
Tonight we were seen with a stranger. The Sons will be sure that you 
are a police agent.” 

“If I were, why would I meet you so obviously?” 

“You remember Constantine, the man at the cash register?” 

Nick nodded. 

“He is high up in the Sons but he is not very bright. He will assume 
that Leonidas and I are informing. There was a meeting of the leaders 
at the taverna tonight. Many of the important men. It was called 
hurriedly.” 

“And that old man?” Nick asked. 

“One of the more important ones. And an old enemy. I behaved 
like a fool.” She would say no more. That explained the sense of 
unease, of downright fear around the quarter tonight. But it didn’t 
explain the vague familiarity of the face of the bearded old man with 
the demented eyes. But nothing more was to be gotten from the girl. 
Nick suggested a drink. Some place a little gayer than the tavern. 
Xenia smiled. 

“T would like a little American whiskey tonight, I think.” 

They drove in Nick’s rented English Ford back toward Athens, each 
lost in his own thoughts. As a matter of routine Nick would send back 
to Hawk descriptions of the principals in tonight’s little dramanotes as 
accurate as those for a portrait by a master painter. The girl was 
friendly but moody and lost in thought, leaning up against the 
opposite door during the drive. In the rear-view minor Nick saw the 
Volvo following them at a steady distance. 

They stopped at a small night club. Nick kept his hands near his 
weapons as they crossed from the car to the entrance. He hadn’t 
dismissed his suspicions. She had been frank but that wasn’t much risk 
if you thought the man you talked to would be dead and floating in 
the harbor by morning. But the girl seemed unaware of Nick’s distrust. 
They entered the club without incident and, under the impetus of two 
whiskies and the blaring rock-and- roll band, the girl cheered up. They 
danced on the postage-stamp-sized dance floor and then went out into 
the back garden. The rain was over but the leaves of the vine-covered 
trellis were still wet, and the water dripped onto the white gravel floor 
and the tables and chairs. A blind guitar player sat on a stone bench in 
the corner, belting ouzo and playing American spirituals. His sightless 


eyes stared up into the blowing mist while his aged fingers picked out 
the chords of “Just a Closer Walk With Thee.” Nick wondered with 
grim humor whether he should take that as an omen now that he was 
here in this myth-haunted city. At nearby tables a party of American 
TV people who had finished a week’s shooting celebrated the end of 
their stay. 

“T am sorry,” Xenia said, looking up at him with her great soft eyes 
and world-weary face. “I make a bad evening for you. A rainy Monday 
is the worst. I will pay for the drinks. It is only fair.” 

Nick decided that whether or not she was a plant, he liked her. 

“Let’s not hear any more of that,” he said. “I was paid off just 
yesterday.” She smiled faintly and toyed with her drink. 

“You won’t understand,” she said. “Americans never do. I do not 
go with men on Mondays. You are wasting your time.” Then she 
added, as if reading Nick’s thoughts, “No, it is true what you heard me 
say to the men in the tavern. It is my hard-and-fast rule. Something 
that happened a long time ago. I will not trouble you with it. I came 
with you tonight just to warn you.” 

At this point nothing that anybody said or did could surprise Nick. 
He could see that the girl was serious, not attempting to lure him into 
raising his price. 

“Tt is better that you don’t ever come back to the Seven Against 
Thebes tavern. As it is you will be watched, perhaps threatened. The 
Sons are very suspicious and quick to strike.” 

“Tf I don’t go back, how will I see you again?” Nick asked. 

“That is a -doubtful privilege.” She smiled. “If after tonight when I 
do not go to bed with you, as much as I would like to, you still want 
to see mewell, perhaps I can meet you elsewhere. For you, a stranger 
whom they suspect, to go back would be dangerous beyond common 
sense. For me and Leonidas it is not so much dangerous. I am known 
and have friends. And Leonidas only speaks against the Sons when he 
is drunk, so perhaps all will be for the best in the end.” 

The noisy celebration of the TV people was drowning out the sad 
music of the blind guitar player. The night was too wet and chilly to 
be comfortable sitting outside. Soon they finished their drinks and left. 
The evening hadn’t been so festive that it was a shame to break it off. 

As they went back out into the street, Nick eased Wilhelmina, his 
custom Luger, in her holster. He had come too far to be shot down by 
the local blackshirts, mistaken for an Athenian cop. The shadows and 
blowing mist were a gunman’s paradise but they reached Nick’s rented 
car in safety. When they pulled off onto the road, there were no 
headlights behind them this time and they drove back to Xenia’s 
apartment in Piraeus without incident. 

She lived in an area of low-and middle-income dwellings on the 


edge of the warehouse district. The silhouettes of cranes and ships’ 
superstructures showed behind the buildings. At her door she turned 
and offered him a chaste kiss. She was serious about that never-on- 
Monday business all right. She shook her head when Nick suggested a 
last drink, her eyes a little amused, a little sad. 

“With you it would be in for a drink and how do you like your 
eggs in the morning. I cannot risk it.” 

“Perhaps another time,” Nick said. 

“Yes,” she said, “I hope so. But you are angry now. If you get over 
your anger, here.” She gave him a scrap of paper with her name and 
telephone number scrawled across it. “I hope you will use it, 
American,” she said. Then she was gone. 

Nick lit a cigarette and drew in a deep lungful of smoke. Perhaps it 
was just as well nothing had happened with the girl. He had 
homework to do. He wondered if it were too late to get in touch with 
Hawk. Find out if there was anything new on the. Greeks entering the 
United States. See if a local organization known as the Sons of 
Prometheus fitted in anywhere. 

He juggled the various aspects Of the night in his mind as he 
strolled back to his car. He tried to put. the tantalizing image of the 
strange and beautiful prostitute he had found in a waterfront dive out 
of his mind and concentrate. 

As he reached for the door handle of the car, he heard shoe leather 
rasp on the pavement. He turned quickly. The tails hadn’t gone home 
after all. They had waited for him here. 

One man was sprinting up the street at him with the suddenness of 
ambush. Two more figures detached themselves from the shadows and 
came at him from the other side. Waterfront ruffians with heavy- 
bladed fishermen’s knives in their hamlike fists. 

Very coolly, his expert’s mind analyzed the situation. They weren’t 
carrying guns so Nick wouldn’t use his. It would have been easy to cut 
them down with the Luger. But then word would get back to whoever 
sent them that Seaman “Pedro” Evans packed a rod. That would blow 
his cover but good. And if he were unlucky he would have the local 
police to deal with. Hawk would get him out of that sooner or later 
but he sure wouldn’t like to have to do it. 

The first one was three paces away now and coming fast, his 
companions close behind. From the way they were carrying their 
knives, Nick knew they weren’t looking for prisoners. 

Seaman Evans’ reaction would have been one of belligerent 
outrage followed by panic. So Nick gave a yell of surprise. Then he 
bolted. The first knife man was young, with handsome, arrogant 
features. He uttered a cry of triumph as he changed course to cut off 
Nick’s retreat. His triumph was short-lived. Having lured him off 


balance, Nick spun in a tight little circle and launched his two 
hundred pounds plus in a driving tackle that would have stopped 
Bronco Nagurski cold in his tracks. The tail was no Nagurski. He hit 
the ground hard with Nick on top of him. His knife clattered to the 
pavement. Then Nick’s hand scooped up the knife in one fluid 
movement and he came to his feet as quick as a cat on a hot stove lid 
to face the other two. 

The man Nick had just knocked down rose and tried to drag him 
down again. Nick’s knee drove up and caught him in the face, 
smashing him back down to the pavement. 

The other two were older, more experienced. Nick’s quick victory 
over the first one sobered the other two. They knew they were in for a 
fight. They slowed their rush and circled, dancing in and out at Nick, 
looking for an opening. Nick retreated slowly, holding the knife at an 
amateurish angle the way a windy sailor would. He let out a couple of 
bellows for the cops. In English of course. The shouts reverberated 
down the empty streets. The two knife men grinned. They thought 
they had him all to themselves to finish off. 

“I think he believes that he is in New York, brother,” one of them 
said to the other. His grin was like a hungry cat looking at a wounded 
mouse. He made little jabbing feints at Nick’s belly. 

Nick dodged their slashes as clumsily as he could without letting 
them hit him. If they grew overconfident he might be able to beat 
them without having to kill anyone. If Nick killed a man he liked to 
know who he was killing and why and what purpose it would serve. 
Once he dodged a moment too late. He felt the painful reward of his 
overconfidence burning in a superficial but bloody cut across the 
hard-packed muscles of his chest. Not too clumsy, Carter, he told 
himself. His cover wasn’t worth his life. 

They had him up against the wet metal of his car. They were 
smiling again, tasting victory. Nick took a careful grip on the handle 
of his knife. He was going to have to make his fight right here. These 
curve-bladed knives could disembowel you with one stroke. It was 
beginning to look as if somebody was going to get disemboweled in 
the next few minutes. 

“Together, now, brother,” the talky one said. 

They came in at him at the same time. Nick drove a kick into the 
first one’s stomach that set him down on his seat in the puddles. He 
just avoided an upward slash by the other one that would have left 
him without any stomach. With his free hand Nick caught the man’s 
wrist and pinned it to the side of the car. Just as fast the man had 
Nick’s wrist and they were stalemated. 

The talky one was picking himself up now, his face contorted with 
agony and hate as he struggled to suck air back into his tortured 


lungs. His lips curled as he started toward Nick, his knife drawn back 
to deliver the death blow. 

Somewhere a door slammed. 

A woman’s voice, hoarse with fury, screamed curses in Greek so 
fast and idiomatic that Nick could catch only one phrase in ten. Xenia, 
magnificent and barefooted, clad only in the flimsiest of peignoirs, 
came running across the street swinging a heavy iron skillet the size of 
a garbage-pail cover. 

“Consumers of fly-caked offal,” she shouted. “Sons of the violaters 
of dead Turks ...” 

She swung the skillet the full radius of her long arm at the head of 
the man threatening Nick. Her flanking movement took him 
completely by surprise. At the last second he threw his arm over his 
head and saved himself from concussion or worse. The skillet crashed 
down on his upraised arm and the knife went skittering along the 
pavement. A howl of pain rose from the injured one. 

“Fruit of a leprous camel and a homosexual squid, I will teach you 
to come skulking about the house of Xenia.” 

Without having to worry about an attack from the rear, Nick 
needed only a couple of seconds to disarm the man he was engaged 
with. He exerted pressure on the man’s wrist, then rapped it smartly 
against the door of the car. 

The man had no choice but to drop the knife. Nick bashed his head 
against the car a couple of times and turned to help Xenia. 

The lady needed no assistance. She showed little mercy to the man 
she was attacking. Her tall, sinuous body swirled around him like an 
avenging angel as she harried him from all sides. The younger knife 
artist was coming groggily to his feet. Xenia caught him with a passing 
blow that sent him staggering back down. Nick decided that he had 
better step in before Xenia killed someone. He had to be careful that 
the furious hetaera didn’t strike him down in her enthusiasm. He 
crouched and sprang inside her flailing defenses and caught her in his 
arms. Slowly the mists of battle passed from her eyes as she 
recognized him. The skillet clanged down to the street as her grip 
relaxed. 

“One moment she faints at the sight of an old man and the next 
she’s in a street brawl.” Nick laughed. 

Suddenly Nick’s attackers were sprinting down the Street, one of 
them with his arm at an unnatural angle as he ran. Xenia collapsed 
laughing into Nick’s arms. Somewhere along the dark, dripping streets 
an auto engine snarled into life and then dwindled in the distance. 
Xenia pressed against the warmth of Nick’s body and discovered the 
blood on his chest. 

Her excitement and rage mounted once more to crescendo. 


Gesturing and cursing at Nick’s departed foes, she tugged the big 
American across the street toward the warmth of her apartment. They 
rode the rickety elevator for two floors and entered her apartment 
which she had left wide open. With Nick in tow she strode directly to 
the bed and pushed Nick down flat on his back. Her eyes were warm 
and gentle and her fingers were delicate as she examined the wound. 

“Those pigs were expecting such easy sport.” Her eyes blazed 
briefly with anger. “I was watching from my window; You were 
magnificent. I wondered if I should ever see you again. I thought, 
Xenia, you are a fool.” 

With this disjointed talk and quick efficiency she stripped his 
clothes from his body, and when he was laid out between fresh sheets, 
gently swabbed and bandaged his wound. Nick felt the excitement 
racing through his body as the voluptuous girl, completely oblivious 
of her near nakedness, finished bandaging him. Her long dark hair 
brushed his face as she bent over him and he was aware of the soft 
sensuous body just inches away from him. She saw the gleam in Nick’s 
eye and her mouth curved in a secret smile. 

“Hush, Pedro Evans,” she said, drawing away. “I think you have 
had enough excitement for one night.” She sat on the edge of the bed 
and stared thoughtfully while she lit a cigarette for Nick. 

“Do you know who those men were, Xenia?” Nick asked. She 
shook her head. 

“One of them I think I have seen before. Waterfront rats who will 
do anything for a handful of drachmas. But who sent them I couldn’t 
be sure. It could have been any of the Sons.” 

She stared at his face and tried to keep her eyes from roaming the 
magnificent, deeply tanned body. There had been many facessome 
handsome, some ugly, some gay, some sad. But none that she had 
permitted herself any involvement with. The American’s was different. 
Hard and handsome as a statue by Praxiteles. She knew the face 
contained too much to belong to an ordinary seaman. His body, too, 
differed from the hard bodies of those who worked before the mast. 
She had held enough of them close in the dark in their drunkenness 
and rough tenderness and sometimes downright brutality. His body 
was more splendid, muscled like a professional athlete’s. The 
difference was like that between a carthorse and a thoroughbred. And 
his toughness was strengthened by discipline. It was the toughness of 
one who conquered rather than one who endured. 

But whether he was going to conquer her, Xenia, was still a matter 
for her to consider. There was trouble coming. That much was 
obvious. This stranger was somehow involved in it. And she could no 
more be sure of him than he could of her. 

She got up and crossed to her dresser and began brushing her hair 


with long, swift strokes. Out of the corner of her eye she could see the 
man, Pedro, watching her with tender, amused eyes. She had been too 
long on the waterfront, she decided. You had to trust somebody 
sooner or later. There was something about this one. Womanlike, 
having decided to trust him, she did not trouble herself with the 
inconsistencies that gave him away to her experienced eye as 
something other than the sailor he claimed to be. When the time 
came, she would be told. 

“Damn you, Pedro Evans,” she said. She applied lipstick carefully 
and began to hum to herself. 

“Why? What did I do?” Nick laughed. 

She turned and let the peignoir slip down over her rounded 
shoulders. She stood with her hands held loosely at her sides, a 
woman offering herself for a man’s pleasure. The lamplight lay softly 
on her firm hips and full thighs, shadowed her dark declivities, 
highlighted her full young breasts and danced like lightning off her 
burnished hair. Her eyes were bright and glad as she strode lazily 
toward him. Nick rose to meet her and the covers slid away exposing 
the strong muscles of his conditioned belly and the great mass of his 
chest and heavily muscled arms. 

“You are still an invalid, Evans, or whoever you are.” She smiled. 
“Be still. I will come to you.” 

Then the bed groaned beneath their weight. His hands felt the cool 
flesh along her smooth back and her breasts were soft and the nipples 
hard as they pressed against him. Her mouth was damp and warm and 
her tongue was bent on exploring. Her hands roamed the packed 
muscles of his body, playing where least anticipated and most 
enjoyed. 

Anticipation changed to electric excitement as she plied her 
ancient craft with soft mouth, skilled hands and a sensual woman’s 
desire to please a man. Gradually she lost her detachment. She 
moaned deep in her throat as he came to her, and her face turned 
away in a grimace of pleasure too great to be endured, her body so 
sensitized now that she could not tell the difference between pleasure 
and pain. 

Then her long limbs gave a last convulsive shudder and Nick, 
drained too of all desire, felt her relax in bis arms. She ran her hands 
over his hard body with a gentle touch, her big dark eyes staring 
kindly up into his. 

Her wide mouth smiled in the darkness. 

“Pedro Evans,” she said. “You are wonderfullike a god. I think for 
you Monday never comes again. You will stay with me, no? There will 
be no other men, just you and me.” 

“Yes, Pll stay,” Nick said. He looked down and saw her hard honest 


face, relaxed by tenderness. “But not now. I must go back to my ship. 
Later I will come back and stay.” 

She was away from him in the bed now, the young breasts soft and 
relaxed, her body sprawled in a position of intimate abandon. 

“TJ do not mean to be possessive but it is always that way with a 
woman when it happens. You are hooked.” 

“Don’t worry. I'll be back soon,” he said softly into her ear. It was 
always that way in the intelligence business. You paid back trust with 
deceit, always in the name of a higher cause. Well, the girl knew. She 
wasn’t stupid. She would have to take her chances. Nick hoped he 
could protect her and not foul up the mission. She put her hand in his 
but her young-old eyes stared out into the darkness. She thought 
about the secretive man beside her and all the years in between. The 
things she had learned from corrupt skippers of Arab dhows and 
coastal steamers as she teased old men back into a moment’s youth. 

She had found peace on the breast of the great-thighed American. 
And the American, used to strange beds, had found a million-dollar 
baby in a Piraeus joint. “ 


CHAPTER 4 


HE LEFT HER sleeping, as dawn crept across the roofs of the 
waterfront, and returned to his cheap seaman’s hotel. Professor 
Harding’s colleagues at the digging site would have been hard put to 
recognize the hulking hard-faced seaman who entered the tiny room. 
But the well-dressed man in the tan summer suit who emerged and 
strode briskly up Constitution Square was greeted by several who 
knew him as a man who was going places in archeology. 

He spent some time sitting at a table in front of the American 
Express reading a newspaper. He watched the milling crowd of 
tourists and local businessmen and generally let himself be seen. Soon 
he decided it was time to check in with Hawk and walked back to his 
hotel. 

At the cab stand in front of his hotel he was assailed by shouting 
taximen who offered to guide him through the well-known splendors 
of Athens and some of the less-celebrated splendors such as good 
hashish joints and clubs with supple belly dancers. He smiled the 
professorial smile he had practiced for such occasions and told the 
cabmen that if they did not instantly disperse, he would report them 
all for offering themselves as guides without guides’ licenses. 
Immediately the cabmen dispersed to badger someone less 
knowledgeable. With one exception. 

He was as big as the Acropolis. He had a short spade beard and a 
wide smile across his moon face. His belly was a splendor in itself. He 
ushered Nick through the door and rolled along beside him across the 
plush lobby. 

“Who are you?” Nick inquired politely. “The man in the moon?” 

“My name is Alexos Petrides. Call me Shorty, Professor. My 
modern new taxi is at your disposal day and night. In the day for the 
pursuit of your noble profession, as only I, Shorty, can aid you. In the 
evenings, aha! For the pursuit of that side of Athenian life little known 
to the average tourist but universally acclaimed by men of 
distinguished tastes. Get what I mean, buddy?” he said, switching 
from the elevated style to the vernacular. He accompanied his point 
with a good-natured wink and a dig with his elbow that almost caved 
in Nick’s ribs. 

“Take it easy, Shorty,” Nick said. “I already have a car and I know 
where the monuments are better than you do. Run along or I’ll report 
you for offering yourself as a guide without a license.” 

“Aha, Professor,” the fat one cried triumphantly. “But I am a 
licensed guide. And of the best.” 


The fat man reached into his hip pocket and withdrew a billfold 
out of which tumbled a long chain of plastic card carriers. Nick 
pushed them away gently. 

“T believe you, Shorty,” he said. “But I don’t want a guide.” 

“A girl, perhaps,” the fat one continued, undaunted. 

“Not a girl, either. ’'m very busy these days,” said Nick. 

“Aha. Permit me to show you a picture of the girl. The most 
beautiful virgin in Athens. And at a remarkable low, low price....” The 
irrepressible fat man began to dig through his endless supply of card 
carriers. “Rates by the hour or the night to distinguished and 
discriminating clientele. Why a colleague of yours, Professor...” 

“I don’t want to hear it,” Nick said. 

“Ah, yes. I understand. Discretion is a specialty of the house.” 

“T believe it,” Nick said skeptically. 

The fat man winked and nudged Nick again. His nudges hit like a 
mule. Nick kicked him hard in the ankle and grinned at him. The fat 
man looked owlishly at Nick, his eyes full of pain and surprise. Then 
he scratched his head and retreated. 

“Perhaps I misjudged you, Professor.” 

“Perhaps you did,” Nick said imperturbably. 

“Remember Shorty if you change your mind,” the fat man flung 
back at him, going out the door. 

“How could I forget?” Nick said. He went up to his room. Shorty, 
huh. Fantastic heap of flesh. Nick’s ribs still hurt where his digs had 
landed. He checked to make sure that nothing had been planted or 
lifted from him during the exchange. Nothing. Then he stripped, 
showered and went through the daily yoga stint that prepared his 
body for the rigors that he usually forced on it in the course of a 
mission. It also cleared his mind, left him able to concentrate to an 
amazing degree no matter how tired he was physically. 

He took a small transistor radio from Professor Harding’s luggage, 
draped a towel over his naked body and reclined on the bed. The 
voice of Radio Athens filled the room. Nick left it on loud to cover the 
sound of his own voice talking, then jacked in a small device. 

“Amalgamated Press Monitor,” a woman’s voice said, so clearly 
that it might have been the hotel desk speaking. 

“Oh, the wonders of sub-micro-miniaturization,” Nick said, 
grinning. Then he gave his standard recognition signals and waited. 
There were switching noises in the background. 

“Go ahead,” said Hawk. Cagey old bird. No interception would tie 
him in with “dirty tricks” in Athens. 

“Will the real Woody Woodpecker please sign in,” Nick said, 
continuing to smile. 

“Humorous this morning, aren’t we? A regular Jack Benny,” the 


dry voice rasped. “Can you spare a little time for foreign policy?” 

Nick wiped the grin off his face, but not without some effort. He 
gave a concise, factual account of his efforts in Athens including his 
attempt to locate the training grounds of the Golden Islands hosts and 
hostesses and his involvement in what appeared to be local politics. 
He was too much of a professional not to mention Xenia, although he 
played down her role. If something happened to him, the next man 
would need every bit of information. The lack from his predecessor 
was handicapping him severely. He carefully described the features 
and outstanding characteristics of the old man in the taverna whose 
appearance had caused Xenia to faint, and the man Shorty who 
represented himself as a cabdriver.. 

Hawk made noises of surprise when Nick mentioned the old man. 

“Got something on him?” Nick asked. 

“Hmm. No,” Hawk said. “Not really. Well, yes, actually, I have a 
hunch but I don’t want you jumping to conclusions from it. Sit tight 
until I check. Go to that Golden Islands reception tonight and find out 
all you can. Next time you check in I'll have word for you on all these 
people.” 

“Right, sir,” Nick said. “Anything else?” 

“Only that we have been continuing to run security checks on the 
Greeks entering the States through Golden Island sponsors. You know 
how long these take to do thoroughly. So far, though, they seem to be 
clean. The students are studying, the housewives are doing the dishes, 
and the gigolos are jiggling, or whatever they do.” 

“How much do you pay your writers, sir?” Nick inquired. 

“Good afternoon,” the voice said. There was the hint of a chuckle 
before the connection was broken. 

N3 devoted the rest of the afternoon to being a professor of 
archeology. He phoned several academic and museum people and 
made appointments that he hoped he wouldn’t have to keep. Then he 
called the project director at the digging site in the agora. When he 
had him on the line, Nick kept him there for some time asking 
unnecessary questions and giving repetitive instructions. The phone 
was in a hot, musty tent. By keeping his colleagues there wasting their 
time, Nick succeeded in making Professor Harding so thoroughly 
detested that they didn’t wonder why he wasn’t around the site more 
often. They were just glad that he stayed away. 

By evening Nick had cleared up most of the work necessary to 
maintain his cover as Professor Harding and slipped into evening 
clothes. Resplendently formal, he descended to the main lobby and 
prepared to take a cab to the Golden Islands reception. As he stepped 
out the hotel door, he was greeted by the now familiar figure of the 
fat man standing by the open door of his cab, a hopeful expression on 


his jowly face, which was wreathed in smiles. The matter of Nick’s 
kick was apparently forgotten. 

“Aha, Professor Harding, wherever you are going in Athens, Shorty 
is the best ...” 

“T know,” Nick said. “Also you can get me a virgin anytime I need 
one.” He sank into the cushions of the cab with a sigh. “Do you 
suppose you could just drive me in silence to the Golden Islands 
Building?” 

“But of course, Professor.” The seat creaked as the man settled his 
enormous bulk behind the wheel. “You will be there before you know 
it.” 

He was as good as his word. He wound the taxi through the early 
evening traffic with a daring and disregard for personal safety that 
would have won him a medalif they ever gave them out for war 
against pedestrians and other vehicles. When Nick got out, he tipped 
the driver liberally and said, “Thanks, Shorty. Don’t wait. I think I'll 
walk back.” 

Shorty was not depressed by the implied criticism. He drove off 
with a cheerful wave, nearly taking with him the arm of the doorman 
who was closing the taxi door. Nick laughed and shook his head. 
Whatever the fat man’s role was in all this, he didn’t seem especially 
dangerous. Of course, you couldn’t always tell. 

The Golden Islands Promotions Building was a modern, medium- 
sized skyscraper which dominated the Athenian skyline. Tonight it 
was a blaze of light. All of the offices, meeting rooms and display 
rooms were open and the full staff was on hand. Even if Nick had been 
prepared to shirk his duty as a spy, it was unlikely that the zealous 
young “hostess” who was assigned to him would have permitted him 
to miss a thing. He saw the theater section, the travel sections, the 
refugee-relief sections, the publicity section and the education section 
for small children. Not, he noted, the education section for the “hosts” 
and “hostesses.” He was beset with every kind of graphic display that 
could possibly show the good works of the Golden Island Promotions 
from posters and slides to colored film clips and closed-circuit TV. By 
the time he had finished his tour Nick was ready to believe that the 
greatest threat that Golden Island Promotions presented to the free 
world was the possibility that the giant IBM machine, which found a 
suitable mate for you on the basis of matching vital statistics, might 
match up a forty-seven-year-old maiden schoolteacher from Wellesley, 
Massachusetts, with a twenty-three-year-old Communist sponge diver. 

His suspicions were lulled but hardly dispelled. N3 could be a hard 
man to convince. Especially when an agent had died in the field. 

He was forced to stand in line in front of the IBM mate-finder and 
fill out a card which would help find the ideal girl for Professor 


Harding or risk being labeled a poor sport. Rather than bear this 
disgrace, Nick submitted. Ahead of him a woman named Lydia 
Herbert, an American widow residing at Professor Harding’s hotel, 
cuddled up to one of the Golden Island hosts. Mrs. Herbert was well 
over fifty and not particularly well preserved. She was enchanted with 
the youth. He was young, with a handsome, petulant face. He did not 
seem very enamored of Mrs. Herbert. She recognized Nick with a glad 
cry. 
“Professor Harding, how delightful to find you here. This 
nonsensical machine is to choose an ideal mate for me and I’m 
petrified with fear that it will not pick out Stivos here. I’ve never met 
a young man who understands me so completely.” 

She introduced Nick to Stivos and Nick said something nice about 
the course of true love. Stivos glowered. 

“But Professor, Stivos is coming back to the States with me. Of 
course my family will say that it’s terribly daring of me...” 

Nick managed to tear himself away after promising to discuss his 
Prize Lecture on Golden Age Bronzes at a later date. So far, it was his 
opinion that any skulduggery that the Golden Islands people were up 
to was carefully hidden behind an iron curtain of dullness. 

The hosts and hostesses were young men and women who stood 
around in blue-crested blazers and white skirts or trousers, talking 
with the guests. They were a dark-haired, olive-skinned bunch of 
young men and women, very neat and well-mannered and apparently 
warned to let no guest go unescorted. One of them approached Nick. 

“Have you been long in Athens, Professor?” she asked, reading his 
name tag. She was dark and friendly like the rest. About twenty-two, 
Nick guessed. 

“A little while,” Nick said. 

“Whatever you seek in Athens ...” she began. It sounded like the 
beginning of a canned speech. Nick cut it short. You never learn much 
of real interest from publicity handouts. 

“T seek a double Chivas Regal on the rocks,” Nick said pleasantly, 
“but I can’t seem to locate the bar.” 

She smiled prettily and asked him to wait. A moment later she 
reappeared with the drink. Her name was Ios, she explained as they 
rode to the penthouse where those who had survived the tour of the 
building were permitted to recuperate. From the roof she pointed out 
where the Parthenon and the Old City and the Temple of Zeus would 
be if there were any light to see them by. Nick let her talk while his 
eyes scanned the room. He felt a little sorry for all the well-scrubbed 
young men and women standing around being nice to the American 
tourists. They reminded him of pets in a store window waiting for 
purchasers. Still it was probably better than the lives they 


would lead in Mediterranean slums without the training that 
Golden Islands provided. 

“The only trouble,” the girl, Ios, was saying, “is that it is difficult 
to get on a preferred quota if one is only a hairdresser.” 

“And why do you want to go to the United States so badly, Ios?” 
Nick asked. The girl’s face fell. Her cheerful expression was replaced 
with one of worry. 

“My mother and two of my brothers are still in Albania. Only my 
father and sisters were able to leave. There is no chance to better 
yourself here as there is in America. There I would go to the home of a 
millionaire to set the hair of his lady and perhaps he would fall in love 
with me. If there was such an affair I would get much money and send 
it back to Greece to be used to get my family out of Albania.” 

Nick laughed. He resisted an impulse to spank the young schemer. 

“Stick to hairdressing, Ios. It pays better in the long run.” 

He excused himself reluctantly. The girl seemed to think that she 
was losing her last chance to get to America. But Nick needed to know 
a lot more about the Golden Island’s personnel than one girl’s story 
could tell him. 

Of the other Golden Island hosts and hostesses with whom Nick 
talked, most had higher but less original ambitions. Doctor, lawyer, 
airline hostess. They were mostly in their mid-twenties, with some 
older and some younger. Nick was no longer surprised that Stateside 
security was giving them a clean bill of health. They were a clean-cut 
group of kids, by and large. 

Nick found himself talking with a young man who hoped to go to 
America and study the techniques of the American Olympic shot- 
putters. Nick asked where he was from. 

“The Island of Skyros,” was the reply. 

“Isn’t there a refugee camp there?” Nick asked, 


“Oh, yes,” the gigantic young host replied. “I am originally from 
Rumania. My father was a great athlete in his youth. At first it was 
thought that I would follow in his footsteps. But my father was 
wealthy. When our lands were nationalized he was arrested and we 
children fled with my uncle. I understand that my father is now free 
but we have not had a letter for some time.” 

So it was with all that Nick spoke to. Nick couldn’t doubt the 
innocence of the host’s intentions in the United States. But his quick, 
probing mind was sorting facts. He didn’t try to apply them to 
keyholes that they didn’t fit. It was the sort of plodding legwork of 
intelligence that Nick despised doing but was very good at. 

“But yes,” the young man said. “I did take those pictures you spoke 


of.” Nick had been referring to some aerial photographs of island 
temples. “But that part I do not like,” the young man continued. “I 
wish to go to New York and take pictures of Miss Suzy Parker in a 
bathing suit as Richard Avedon does. But no. The instructors say that I 
must take this course in which I must climb into an airplane, a thing 
of which I am mortally afraid, and take pictures which have been 
taken many times before. I would not be afraid, however, of Suzy 
Parker or Jean Shrimpton.” 

“Well,” Nick said, “the instructors probably know what they’re 
doing.” 

“Perhaps,” the photographer said, unsatisfied. “If it is not that, it is 
photography of postage stamps. Can you imagine such a thing? The 
instructors say that in the future, subminiature photography will be 
very important in industry.” 

“Where did you say you were from?” Nick asked. 

“Tam from Camp Laviron but my family is in Skadar.” 

Nick nodded. Skadar, Albania. He left the photographer moaning 
his inability to shoot high fashion if the opportunity ever presented 
itself to shoot a famous model in Athens. As Nick chatted with other 
hosts and hostesses, he changed the angle of his questioning slightly. 
He had an inkling of what he was looking for now. He concentrated 
on those with technical educations but even the artists and musicians 
were turning up answers that were interesting from his point of view. 
He talked with the photographer’s teacher and brought up the young 
man’s complaint. The teacher shrugged helplessly. 

“T am but an instructor. I agree with the pupil. But what we teach 
is very strictly decided by those above us. If you question their 
wisdom you do not last.” 

“IT see,” Nick said. He wondered about dancers who had to take 
courses in electronic communications. He wondered about other 
things. He drifted over to the edge of the penthouse by himself and 
nursed his drink as he stared down at the shadows of Athens. His 
mind went over the night’s information. 

Fact: Despite the wide range of Golden Island’s interests, one of 
their principal activities was getting Greek citizens and refugees into 
the United States. That much was obvious from the high immigration- 
quota figures. Fact: Almost everyone he had talked with who hoped to 
go to the States had close relatives in the neighboring Iron Curtain 
countries of Rumania, Yugoslavia and, most important, Albania. 
Peking West was what they were calling Albania in Washington these 
days. Fact: These young men and women were being taught 
techniques that were useful in legitimate industries. Techniques that 
were also in demand in most espionage agencies. Like the 
photographer who was being taught document photography against 


his will. 

Another fact that Nick was more familiar with than most people: 
Red China had a serious problem when it came to carrying out routine 
and special espionage missions in the West. They had none of the 
more legitimate sources of information such as embassies, cultural 
exchanges or trade delegations, especially in America. Also, Chinese 
agents whom China could use in espionage work were racially 
distinguishable at first glance. In addition to that, agents fresh out of 
Red China would give themselves away as freshly from China by little 
slips that they found nearly impossible to avoid. Habits like neglecting 
to shake hands and being clumsy with Western eating implements. 

Nick began to see what agent MacDonald might have been getting 
on to. These refugees whom Golden Islands Promotions were training 
and sending to the States were people, well spoken for, who had little 
trouble entering the country and were not known communist 
sympathizers. Once in the States, the Red Chinese could bring 
enormous pressure to bear on them and force them into espionage for 
Red China by the threat of reprisals (death or imprisonment) against 
their relatives remaining behind in those Iron Curtain countries which 
were on close terms with Peking. And just to make sure that 
everything went along smoothly, someone was training them in all the 
necessary techniques of being spies before the refugees were even 
asked to be spies. 

Perhaps MacDonald had been working along this theory. Right 
about here then, he had turned up dead. 


CHAPTER 5 


PRINCESS ELECTRA was admitted by all to be one of the most 
beautiful women in Greece, if not in all of Europe. She had been 
married at the age of eighteen to the prince of a small but rich oil 
principality and divorced four years later. In the years following her 
divorce she had had her choice of movie stars, race-car drivers and 
other impressively qualified lovers until she was bored, bored, bored. 
Now, looking forward to that old age which no girl can start planning 
for too soon, she had managed to became the mistress of one of the 
richest men in the world although the rich man considered it discreet 
that they keep the liaison quiet for the time being. Another thing the 
rich man found discreet to keep quiet was the fact that he was no 
longer rich. He had kept this detail of his private life from Electra 
until she had burned several potentially profitable bridges behind her. 

When Electra discovered that her billionaire was not really a 
billionaire but at best a wretched fellow with perhaps no more than a 
million dollars left after the inevitable scandal, she did not lose her 
head. She did not ditch him. Together they maintained that 
harmonious combination of beauty and money of which the poets 
sang. And of course no one else knew the billionaire was broke, not 
even his accountants, because of the two separate sets of books he 
kept. Electra discovered that his lack of wealth had to do with 
property that the world thought he owned but that he did not. His 
fortune rode nicely along on the generous credit he received 
everywhere. 

But Electra saw the day of reckoning coming in the not-far-distant 
future. She took steps to avert it. There were some carefully and 
secretly negotiated agreements with the people who really controlled 
the billionaire’s fortune. These people agreed that much might be 
salvaged if some of the billionaire’s resources could be devoted to a 
bold but mutually rewarding undertaking. The result was Golden 
Island Promotions. 

Princess Electra thought the reception was going well. She had 
seen and charmed most of the influential Americans whom she had 
planned to see and charm. They had pledged to take back many of her 
hosts and use their influence to get others to sponsor young men and 
women in America. There was only one left. Professor Harding. She 
knew he was there. She had seen him moving around here and there, 
always talking. He was big, wore his clothes well and was strikingly 
good-looking. He had looked as if he might be fun to flirt with. She 
had been detained from talking with him, but she had kept an eye on 


him. As the evening wore on and he had resisted the blandishments of 
several of the more attractive hostesses, Princess Electra had kept a 
closer eye on the big American professor. She had seen him talking 
with several of the instructors. Nothing exactly wrong with that, but a 
big, handsome fellow like him ought to have more of an eye for the 
girls. Besides, a recent, unfortunate experience had made Electra 
nervous. 

She called over one of the instructors with whom she had seen the 
American talking. The instructor was delighted to be the objcct of her 
attention. Between her ravishing beauty, exemplified in a backless and 
almost frontless creation in silk which showed her luxurious figure, 
and her no-nonsense manner, the instructor was almost tongue-tied. 

“Would you say that the American professor seemed abnormally 
curious about our teaching facilities?” she demanded. 

“Oh, indeed, Princess.” The instructor, a dapper Albanian in 
Greece on sufferance, was eager to please. “He questioned me most 
closely about the technical aspects of our training programs. He asked, 
for instance, in my capacity as instructor of photography why I 
devoted so much emphasis to aerial and document photography. 
Perhaps I might trouble you, Princess, to take the matter up with my 
superiors whom I have often told that such emphasis makes us appear 
ridiculous in the eyes of strangers.” 

“T think you had better take the matter up through normal 
channels,” Electra said coldly. Abruptly, she turned away and forgot 
about the instructor. Thinking deeply for a moment, she left the room 
and took a private elevator to the ground floor. Some minutes later 
she reappeared in the penthouse and crossed to where Nick was 
standing talking with Mrs. Herbert and her sullen but constant 
companion, Stivos. 

That tiresome old idiot, she thought of Mrs. Herbert, seems to be 
everywhere I go tonight. She might have been amused to know that 
Nick was thinking pretty much the same thing, although bearing up 
on the surface with a good enough grace. The presence of the 
American widow was especially vexing to Electra because her plan of 
action had to do with seduction and the widow would cramp her 
style, or so she thought. Her billionaire was currently amusing himself 
with a female dancer from the Bolshoi Ballet and she was forced to go 
about pretending that his little lapses meant nothing to her. 
Meanwhile, she slept alone in her great canopied bed on silken sheets, 
and her lovely body wound and unwound itself through a hundred 
positions during the night for lack of anything better than a pillow to 
hold. Yes, the American looked pretty good to her right now, and 
besides, it was in the line of duty, wasn’t it? Her cat’s eyes wrinkled in 
smiles as she extended her hand. 


“Professor Harding, I am the Princess Electra.” The long white 
hand was obviously intended to be kissed. Nick did so urbanely, just 
brushing it with dry lips. 

“Honored,” he murmured. Her slightly slanted green eyes gazed 
warmly into his. 

“By the strangest coincidence,” she purred, “when they passed 
back those silly IBM cards, I received yours. Since they say that I am 
your ideal mate, perhaps they are not so silly after all.” 

“Tm all for science myself,” Nick said, “especially if it can take dry 
statistics and come up with lovely results like yourself.” 

Her smile was dazzling. She was an excellent liar, Nick reflected. It 
would have been impolite to mention that he had fed the statistics of a 
certain dark-haired, statuesque waterfront whore into the maw of the 
IBM. And the fact that the blank under occupation had been 
unabashedly filled in as “prostitute” was something else she wouldn’t 
know about. Not many princesses read Fortran. 

“For heaven’s sakes, why don’t you two go off together 
somewhere,” the American widow suddenly brayed. “The way you’re 
looking at each other is positively indecent.” 

“T adore Americans, they’re so charmingly outspoken,” Electra 
said, shooting a glance at Mrs. Herbert as piercing as a laser beam. 

“Tt’s you I pine for, Mrs. Herbert,” Nick said, laughing. “You’re my 
ideal mate.” 

“Don’t make me jealous for my wasted youth,” the American 
widow said with her usual frankness. “With you I’d be dead in five 
minutes. At my age I’ll stay out of Olympic events, thank you.” 

“It’s getting late,” Electra said. “I had hoped for a word with the 
Professor before he left.” 

“Don’t mind me, kids,” Mrs. Herbert said. “It’s way past my 
bedtime. Come along, Stivos, and fetch my wrap like a good boy.” 

Nick chuckled as the widow strode off with the disgusted gigolo in 
her wake. “She’s sweet,” Electra said. “I just adore her.” She turned to 
Nick and widened the large eyes that were her most famous feature. 

“T was hoping you’d join me for a drink, perhaps back at the villa 
where we could talk,” she said. 

“T’d be delighted,” Nick said. “What shall we talk about? Electronic 
mating?” 

She smiled and dropped her eyes. Nick was very conscious of the 
full white breasts straining against the silk of her gown. 

“Perhaps just mating,” she said suddenly and turned the full 
voltage of her eyes on Nick. “I think that would be fun.” 

It was fun. There was the ride along the moonswept coast in the 
chauffeur-driven Rolls with the Princess’s crest on the doors. They 
didn’t talk much. Nick was easy and alert in the car but he couldn’t 


help wondering if MacDonald hadn’t been lured to his death out in 
these empty hills taking the same ride. Electra was thinking it had 
been such a long time since she had been close to a man like this one. 

Finally the car turned off the main road and soon stopped at the 
villa. They got out and Nick followed her slim, bare back up long 
shallow steps to the top of the hill and locked down. He heard the 
Rolls behind them drive away. In the bright moonlight he could see 
the ruins clearly. They had been left in their decadent state. The 
broken columns and old arches stood out against the sky as they had 
for hundreds of years. Among the ruins, a modern swimming pool had 
been built which followed the contours of the broken ground and in 
the distance behind it the Gulf of Corinth shifted endlessly in the 
moonlight. 

“Tf you like we will swim.” 

“T like,” Nick said as she kissed him lightly and pulled his black tie 
loose. “Wait,” she said, “I will return in a moment.” 

Nick found his way down to the pool. At the edge he undressed 
and slipped into the cool water. He swam a few leisurely strokes and 
turned on his back and stared up at the stars. When he heard her 
coming back down the path, he turned and looked up at the head of 
the pool. He saw the beautiful body slip out of the diaphanous tunic 
and face him with the moonlight’s glow on her graceful arms and her 
rich, full breasts. Then she dove and entered the water with barely a 
ripple. A second later he saw her white form propelling itself toward 
him underwater. 

She splashed up in front of him, her eyes smiling, her fine teeth 
white in the moonlight, and the water in droplets from the solid 
globes of her breasts. She placed her hands on the rocklike muscles of 
Nick’s shoulders and treaded Water, weaving her body in front of him. 

“T hope I didn’t keep you waiting too long, Professor Harding.” 

“Tt was worth the wait,” Nick said laughingly. “And you don’t have 
to call me Professor ...” 

“But it is so charming, so strangely formal between us,” she said, 
her cheeks dimpling as she smiled. They were drifting with easy kicks 
in the cool water. Then her foot touched bottom and as she rose up 
the water cascaded in rivulets from the flesh of her superb body. She 
took one of his hands and placed it on the cool, resilient flesh of her 
breast. Then she ran his other hand along the gentle curve of her belly 
and down the splendid thigh. 

“Don’t make me wait,” she whispered. It was an imperial command 
and Nick obeyed. He folded the ready body in his arms and through 
the portals of her exquisite lips explored the wet heat of her mouth. 
Sliding his hands down the arched curve of her spine he let them 
come to rest on the wet, firmly rounded flesh. The woman in his arms 


seemingly took leave of her senses. She became a throbbing, clawing 
animal as she fought like an angry cat to get away and yet adhere 
closer to him at the same time. Small noises came from her throat as 
she gasped for breath. 

“Why do you wait?” she sobbed. Soft oaths in French, English and 
Greek were whispered from voluptuous red lips as her body heaved 
and thrashed. Nick felt as if he had crashed through a boundary of the 
universe. 

Later, enervated and relaxed, they reclined in the comfort of the 
chaise longues with the cool sanity of champagne glasses in their 
hands. 

Now, Electra sipping vintage Taittinger, her wet hair in a turban 
and her long, full body lightly clad in a tunic, was a far more 
sophisticated creature than the abandoned animal of some moments 
ago. Nick, too, stretched well out on the cushions, a towel draped 
across his loins, was less predatory, more of the gladiator in repose. 
Electra regarded him with sleepy eyes. Nick would have treated her 
much differently had he been aware just how discerning her look was, 
as she seemed to caress him admiringly. 

The champagne glasses had the Princess’s crest cut into them. The 
crest was also on the cushions and on the towel that Nick wore. He lit 
a cigarette and blew smoke up at the stars and thought. The crest and 
all that it stood for upset his carefully worked out theory of early 
evening. True, the Golden Islands setup was an ideal infiltration 
system for the Chinese communist espionage apparatus. But if this 
lovely and demure lady sitting in front of him were all that she 
appeared to bethat is to say, wealthy and of high positionhe couldn’t 
see why she would play footsies with the Chicoms. The thought 
puzzled him but did not dispel his suspicions concerning the possible 
uses of Golden Islands. 

He tried to draw her out by talking about politics. He mentioned 
rumors that he had heard of a plot against the government by an 
organization called the Sons of Prometheus. 

She shrugged. “Rumors, my dear Professor. There is always talk. It 
will come to nothing as it always does.” 

“But,” Nick persisted, “you would have a lot to lose. The villa, the 
Rolls. Even Golden Islands if the United States did not recognize the 
new government.” 

She stretched langorously. 

“To tell the truth, I am growing bored with this Golden Islands 
idea. I may give it up soon, anyway.” Her hands played with the 
fasteners of the tunic, then she shrugged it free and the long, plentiful 
body lay exposed in the moonlight. “The night was made for love, and 
newspapers for politics. Tonight everything bores me except you, 


darling. Why do you always keep me waiting, darling?” 

She rearranged the long, sinuous legs, and regarded him from 
under heavy lids. 

Nick wasn’t really fooled. He suddenly knew that she was no more 
the common sort of international pleasure-seeking royalty than he was 
a playboy. Golden Islands was too well-run an organization. The two 
of them were highly sophisticated, well-organized professionals 
feeling each other out. At least, mentally. Physically, Nick had a slight 
advantage. He had been able to please her as few men ever had. Her 
breath grew short as she watched the play of his muscles in the 
moonlight as he stood over her. The Princess reached up to him and 
pulled him down. Very quickly she lost the shell of sophistication and 
became once more the hungry, seeking animal she had shown herself 
at the pool. 

This time -as Nick made love to her on the chaise longue, he went 
slowly, letting the fires in both their bodies build up and then banking 
them down only to have them rise to a fiercer glow. She was 
insatiable. The ancient column looked down without comment on the 
bodies at play in the moonlighta scene they had witnessed many, 
many times before. Shortly before dawn, he rose and dressed while 
Princess Electra gazed at him from sleepy eyes. 

“Will I see you again soon, darling?” 

“Maybe later in the week,” Nick said. “I will be pretty busy for a 
day or two.” 

She continued to gaze at him while a warm dawn wind from the 
Gulf of Corinth bathed the heat of their satiated bodies. 

“Don’t make me wait too long,” she said. “And stay out of politics,” 
she called after him. “You-are far too nice to get involved in such a 
dirty business.” 

The car was waiting for him on the other side of the hill. As he 
settled himself in the back seat, Nick wondered what the princess had 
meant by her last remark. His brain was too numb to decipher hidden 
meanings. 

Electra, however, had come to a decision. She lay with the pool 
telephone resting on her soft belly and dialed a number in Athens. Her 
femininity was put aside as sports equipment is relegated to the closet 
after a contest. Her remarks to the man on the other end were crisp 
and authoritative. 

“He asks’ too many questions ... of a disturbing technical kind.... 
Of course there is a risk, there is always a risk.... Besides there is my 
intuition to guide me ... 1am a woman, I can tell...,” 

When she finished, Princess Electra hung up, and over her 
beautiful features passed an expression of regret. It was a great pity, 
she thought, to have to sacrifice such a magnificent animal, one that 


was capable of giving such pleasure .,. 
Anything, she thought wryly, for the cause. 


CHAPTER 6 


NICK CARTER, in a light sweater, slacks and sunglasses, sat on his 
hotel balcony overlooking Constitution Square and regarded the 
bustling crowds below him and the table sitters at American Express 
with benevolence. A plump maid was serving him a breakfast that 
would have stoked a battleship. From the radio on the table came a 
news broadcast assuring the citizenry that there was nothing to fear 
from the terrorist organization known as the Sons of Prometheus. 

When the maid left, Nick followed her to the door and made sure it 
was locked. Then he returned to the balcony and ate breakfast in the 
pleasant heat of the morning sun. During coffee, he jacked in the same 
device to the radio that he had used the previous day. As soon as Nick 
identified himself, Hawk came on the air. Today there were no 
humorous preambles. 

“T have some news for you, N3. First of all, my hunch about the 
man you saw at that tavern turned out to be correct. The man you saw 
fits the description of Gorgas, or ‘Prometheus,’ as he styles himself, the 
leader of the Sons of Prometheus organization. He finally did escape, 
just a couple of weeks ago, from exile in the Indian Ocean. The 
authorities were embarrassed, afraid that if word got out that Gorgas 
was free it might lead to increased terrorist activities in Greece and 
Cyprus. Naturally, they hoped they could catch him before he got far.” 

Scorn for the face-saving devices of other intelligence agencies 
dripped from the businesslike voice. 

“We don’t know where he is or what he’s up to in 

Athens but it’s none of our business unless he’s tied in with Golden 
Islands or the death of MacDonald somehow. By the way,” he asked, 
“did you learn anything at the Golden Islands affair last night?” 

“T think they’re spying for the Chinese,” Nick said bluntly. “No 
evidence, but some good ideas and a couple of leads.” 

He explained the network of fact and conjecture that led him to 
this belief. Hawk hmmm’d from time to time. 

“Next I’m going to Baos, where they train the refugees,” Nick said. 
“Of course, if what I think is true, that the refugees are being 
infiltrated Stateside and then pressured into turning spy, I’ll have to 
handle it with kid gloves.” 

“Damn right, you will,” Hawk agreed. “But you’re right about 
getting some pretty solid evidence. Without it the U.S., Government 
would risk offending hundreds of thousands of refugee peoples around 
the world if we started refusing entry visas to refugees just because 
they might turn out to be spies some day.” 


“It’s going to be hard to get in there,” Nick said. “The Sons seem to 
be protecting the place. At least that’s the impression I get from my 
contacts here. The Sons seem to swing a lot of weight among the 
peasants, anyway. It might be rough to get evidence that would be 
conclusive before a world body,” Nick said. “All these techniques the 
people are being taught have legitimate uses, too.” 

There was silence for a bit, silence that stretched several thousand 
miles along the airwaves. 

“Are you thinking of ‘dirty tricks’ when you get there?” 

“Frankly, yes, sir,” Nick said. “For the reasons I just mentioned. I’m 
only going to get one shot at the place. Since they haven’t started 
spying it’s going to be impossible to accuse them of it or take 
legitimate action. If I’m sure that that’s what they intend to do, Ill 
blow the place up and generally raise enough hell so that they won’t 
be able to get started again.” 

“Rather a tall order, Carter,” Hawk said, “but use your discretion. 
If your theory is right your answer is about the only one available. But 
for God’s sake don’t kill any innocent refugees. Embarrassments like 
that I don’t need.” 

“Don’t worry,” Nick said. “I'll be careful.” 

“Also remember what happened to MacDonald, son.” 

“T’m not about to forget,” Nick said grimly. 

“About that fellow Petrides,” Hawk went on. “The one you call 
Shorty. He’s Interpol from Cyprus. Been with them a long time. He’s 
been waiting for you. He’s there in Athens to keep an eye on the Sons 
of Prometheus but he’ll be able to work with you on Golden Islands 
and fill you in.” 

“He’s a good man,” Nick said. “I think he’s had a few suspicions 
that I wasn’t kindly old Professor Harding.” 

“Well,” Hawk said, “he’s been on the lookout for an American 
agent. We could have established contact with him earlier if they all 
hadn’t been so close-mouthed about what was happening with Gorgas. 
Since they wouldn’t admit that he’d escaped, they couldn’t admit they 
had agents out looking for him. 

“Here’s another tidbit. ’ll bet you didn’t know that your little 
playmate from PiraeusXeniaused to be married to Gorgas’s half- 
brother. Or that it was a current rumor back in the fifties in Cyprus 
that Gorgas had murdered his own half-brother.” 

“No,” Nick said slowly, “I didn’t.” 

“Oh well,” Hawk said. “Keep your powder dry, son.” 

“Always,” Nick said. “Thanks, sir.” 

The line went dead and Nick could only hear the haunting strains 
of the bouzoukia music now coming from the powerful little radio on 
the table. Its job done, he switched the radio offa moment too late to 


hear the passkey turning in the lock. In the sudden silence, something 
made him look up to see death staring him in the face. Death was in 
the form of two men in the gray and green of the hotel livery. Both 
had new, silenced Beretta automatics pointed at his heart. 

Very, very careless of you, Carter, he thought. His weapons were 
inside the room and he was out on the balcony. Not the slightest hint 
of the sick feeling that was rising in his stomach showed on his face. 
He smiled and casually lit a cigarette. Time seemed frozen. 

“Sit down, boys,” he said hospitably. Nick was betting that he had 
at least a particle of a second to work with. Even the most hardened 
killer would have to wonder for just a moment if he had the right 
room in the face of this kind of sang-froid. 

In that fraction of a second Nick hurled the iron table through the 
door. One gun went off and the bullet ricocheted off the table as Nick 
went through the door low and hard, back into the bedroom. Another 
bullet hissed close over his head and shattered glass behind him as 
Nick smashed into the knees of the nearest gunman. The man’s knees 
buckled like kindling and he went down. Nick rolled quickly beneath 
him to shield himself from the gunman still standing. 

The one on the floor with Nick was trying to kick Nick’s groin. The 
other stood calmly staring down at the two of them. His gun was less 
than five feet away from Nick’s face and its barrel looked as wide as a 
railroad tunnel. Nick recognized the standing gunman’s face. It was 
Constantine, the dapper little owner of the Seven Against Thebes 
tavern. 

“Dmitri, you idiot,” Constantine growled. “Roll away so I can get a 
shot.” 

The man on top of Nick choked back an incomprehensible reply. 
Incomprehensible because Nick had the man’s gunhand pinned to the 
floor and with his free hand was slowly choking the man to death. 
Slowly, Nick increased his pressure. Dmitri’s efforts to bring the gun 
around and fire it in Nick’s face subsided. 

Constantine stood away cool and detached. Nick knew damn well 
what he was up to. He’d Wait until the struggle on the floor was 
ended and shoot Nick when and if he got up. Nick released his hold on 
Dmitri’s throat and made a serious effort to get the gun. 

“For the love of God, Constantine,” the man blurted hoarsely, 
“don’t stand there gaping. Help me with this devil.” 

“Don’t try to fight and talk at the same time, brother,” Constantine 
said, laughing. Then he walked up close and kicked the gun out of 
Dmitri’s hand so that it slid across the carpet and ended up out of 
Nick’s reach under the bed. 

Dmitri’s fingers clawed at Nick’s eyes. Pain and light exploded in 
Nick’s brain. Nick pulled his head back and bit the fingers hard before 


they came back to blind him permanently. Dmitri bellowed with pain. 
Nick laughed and kneed him in the belly. A bullet whucked into the 
carpet beside Nick’s arm. 

Time to get moving, Carter, he told himself. 

He slithered sideways, trying to use the man on top of him as a 
shield. Dmitri screamed to Constantine to stop shooting, in the name 
of all the saints, until he was clear of the American. 

“But I like to shoot, brother,” Constantine said reasonably. 

As his vision returned, Nick could see Constantine standing on the 
other side of the room watching critically, waiting to shoot the second 
he saw an opening. Nick was using his enormous strength to drag both 
himself and Dmitri toward the drawer where his weapons lay but he 
was still too far away to risk jumping for them. Finally, he got his feet 
under him and pulled himself up still holding the man, Dmitri, as a 
shield. 

When he regained his feet, Nick caught Dmitri with a karate chop 
on the side of the neck that turned the man’s knees to rubber and left 
him sagging, stunned, in Nick’s powerful hands. As the man bent 
forward, Nick caught him by the neck and drove his knee into Dmitri’s 
face. The knee made a nasty cracking sound as it splintered bone. 
Then Dmitri was dead weight. 


Constantine was a study in smugness. He thought he Was going to 
get Nick either way it came out. Nick threw the limp body of Dmitri 
across the few feet that separated himself and Constantine. 
Constantine’s gun went off and 

Dmitri’s body jerked. Then Constantine stepped sideways to get off 
another shot. Nick didn’t give him a chance to fire again. Instead the 
big American agent exploded from behind the falling body of Dmitri 
and slammed Constantine’s gun hand against the wall. With his free 
hand, Nick slammed a hard right directly under Constantine’s heart. 

Constantine dropped the gun. His face turned blue and he gasped 
for air. Nick hit him again, a short left hook to the side of the head, 
and Constantine crumpled to the carpet and lay gasping beside his 
friend. 

Nick caught his breath, then secured both Berettas and threw them 
into the drawer with his Luger and his stiletto. After that he had a 
short look at Dmitri. Nick was no doctor but the bullet wound didn’t 
look too serious. He checked both Constantine and Dmitri for 
weapons. Then he hoisted Constantine to his feet and easily tossed 
him into a chair. He was beginning to recuperate from Nick’s punches 
but he didn’t look very happy yet. Dmitri, slumped and bleeding on 
the floor, looked even less happy. 

Nick lit a cigarette, sat on the edge of the bed and stared 


expressionlessly at Constantine through the smoke. The silence 
continued until Constantine regained a little of his composure. Nick 
said one word. 

“Talk!” The word cracked between them like a jumping spark. 

“Never,” Constantine said. He lifted his chin in the air, looking 
proud of himself. 

“Never say never,” Nick said. It wasn’t quite as euphonic in Greek 
but it got the point across. Nick smiled benignly. Little Constantine 
tightened his lips and sneered. He was enjoying his moment of 
heroism. 

“Look,” Nick said mildly, “I don’t have time to fool around. Who 
sent you? Who sent the thugs the other night? How’d you get the 
passkey?” 

Constantine examined his nails. He had a little mustache and slick 
hair and a face that he probably regarded as handsome. Nick suddenly 
hit the face forehand and backhand. Constantine struggled to his feet 
Nick slapped him again and again, then shoved him down in a chair. 
He went to the drawer and got out Hugo, his stiletto. What Nick was 
about to do he didn’t enjoy. Even when it was so well deserved, he 
tortured or threatened torture with reluctance. But since he had 
learned a great deal of his technique as the victim of experts, he knew 
how to do it effectively himself. And he could be very detached if he 
had to be. 

“T will never talk,” said Constantine. He couldn’t keep his eyes off 
the bright blade of the knife. 

“Yes, you will,” Nick said. “Sooner or later. If it’s later, then none 
of your old pals will recognize you because you’ll be a changed man. 
Let me count the ways. First, there is the matter of the eye you are 
going to lose. That won’t be too bad because nowadays an eye patch 
adds a certain air of distinction ...” 

Watching his reactions, Nick was willing to bet that he wasn’t 
going to have to lay a hand on the little man. He could almost see 
Constantine thinking things over. 

“What I shall have to do to your, mouth, though, is really tragic,” 
Nick went on, “for it will alter that brilliant smile of yours almost 
beyond recognition.” Nick continued for some time detailing the 
atrocities which he was contemplating in a conversational tone of 
voice. “Of course, if you are sensible, none of these things need 
happen. Whatever you tell me will stay between you and me and no 
one else will know. If you like, I’ll even be glad to knock you around a 
bit and give you a few superficial wounds just to make things look 
good. You name it. Anything you’d like, up to and including a bullet 
between the eyes. Fair enough?” 

The bright-eyed little gunman seemed to take heart. 


“You will not kill me, then?” 

“Cross my heart,” Nick said. “Not as long as you tell me the truth. 
However, I won’t wait all day. This offer is good only for a limited 
time. Who sent you to kill me or was it your own idea?” 

Constantine was looking nervous again. He ran his finger around 
the inside of his collar before answering. Nick knew it wasn’t 
Constantine’s idea, for he would have had no way of knowing that 
Seaman Pedro Evans and Professor Harding were the same man. “Who 
was it, Constantine?” Nick urged. 

“The Princess Electra,” the little man blurted. 

Nick stared at him. He knew the man wasn’t lying. He was too 
scared and she was one of the few people who could possibly have a 
reason for wanting Professor Harding out of the way. 

“Tll be gone to hell!” Nick said softly. “So Golden Islands is tied in 
somehow with Gorgas and his revolutionaries. Don’t stop now, 
Constantine, you fascinate me. Do you do much work for Princess 
Electra?” 

“Sometimes. When she has a job.” 

“Does she often have ‘jobs’?” Nick asked. 

Constantine shrugged. “Yes and no. I have worked...” 

Unfortunately, Dmitri chose that moment to die. His wounds 
hadn’t looked that bad to Nick’s practiced eye but you can’t always be 
sure. Some last strength brought the dying gunman clawing to his 
knees. Nick had seen too many deaths not to recognize that last 
feverish burst of energy and flush of color. Even now the rattle of 
death was beginning in Dmitri’s throat. 

And at the same time Constantine was streaking for the door. It 
was a fair try but Nick was after him in one spring from the bed. 
Constantine made the door but he didn’t get it open before Nick’s 
hand fell heavily on his shoulder. At that point Constantine revealed a 
final trick which almost cost Nick his life. 

Nick was prepared for a brief struggle. He wasn’t prepared for the 
deadly little knife that appeared out of nowhere in the little gunman’s 
hand. The blade slashed up in a short, ugly little arc. Nick caught 
himself in midflight and sprang sideways as the blade cut through his 
shirt and sliced skin from his chest. Little Constantine smiled, his eyes 
bright with excitement and triumph, and struck again. He had Nick 
badly off balance. 

Nick knew that he was about to fall. There was nothing that he 
could do about it. As he went down he drove his own knife at a point 
just above the gunman’s collarbone. It was a clumsy blow but the best 
he could do under the circumstances. Nick felt the blade bite 
Constantine’s flesh and waited for the flash of pain that would be 
Constantine’s knife entering his own body. But it never came. Then 


Nick hit the floor hard and lay there stunned and surprised to be alive. 

Constantine was standing over him, his eyes bulging with horror 
and disbelief at the fact of his own death. He was staring at the 
unbelievable moment, when everything is absolutely and finally 
finished. Blood bubbled in rich red fountains from the side of his 
mouth. His lips worked but no sound came out. Then he fell heavily to 
the carpet. 

Nick scrambled out of the way of the falling corpse and regained 
his feet. A quick search of Constantine’s body revealed the source of 
the knife that Nick had missed in his first search. It had been strapped 
to the inside of the little man’s thigh, high up near the crotch where 
Nick would have had to strip him to find it. 

Nick shrugged. He had a problem now. Even though his cover as 
Professor Harding was broken he couldn’t begin his new identity, 
whatever that would be, by asking room service to dispose of two 
bloody corpses. Nick decided that he would have to wait until 
nightfall to move them. He didn’t have the faintest idea what he was 
going to do with them. For the time being they could go in the closet. 
To move bodies around without detection you need organization and 
very good luck. Nick decided that what he needed was a friend. 

Depositing the bodies in the closet, Nick washed, put on a clean 
shirt, took his seaman’s clothes in a bundle and went out, hanging the 
“Do not disturb” sign on the door. Then he went downstairs and 
outside. For once, the voluble Shorty was not lurking nearby ready to 
pounce on Professor Harding. Try to find a cop, even an Interpol cop, 
when you need one, Nick told himself and went to lunch. After lunch, 
his luck was better. The fat, bearded hack was sitting in his cab, 
contemplating the international soccer results and puffing on a 
monstrous cigar. His face lit up with enthusiasm as Nick settled into 
the cushions of the back seat. He put aside his paper and started the 
motor. 

“Where to on this lovely afternoon, Professor?” 

“Some remote spot where I can contemplate the deeper meanings 
of the inscription ‘swift is the flight of the arrow of truth,’ ” Nick said. 
It was the identification cypher agreed upon higher up between 
Interpol and AXE. Nick decided that he was going to have to have a 
word with whoever was dreaming these lines up. Dramatic, yes, but 
hard to read casually. 

“Don’t know, Professor. Eliot’s my boy. ‘I was not at. the hot gates 
nor fought in the warm rain’ was’ the fine I always fancied,” Shorty 
said giving the agreed countersign. “These damn things get more 
complicated every year, don’t they, Professor? Oh well,” he said, 
dismissing the subject, “I thought it had to be you, Professor. Of 
course, I knew you were coming but you still almost threw me with 


that snotty attitude. I had a couple of other candidates, too. You 
almost disqualified yourself when you kicked me. It was so 
unprofessorial that I was sure you were a legitimate professor, if you 
follow my meaning.” 

“Well.” Nick chuckled. “I can’t say I’d have picked you right away 
as an undercover man. You're sort of noticeable.” 

Shorty’s big frame shook with laughter. “Aha, Professor, that’s just 
the point. It’s the little furtive fellows everyone suspects of being 
involved in espionage, not a great obvious walrus like myself.” 

“You’ve got a point there, Shorty,” Nick said as they rushed 
through the afternoon traffic with the bearded driver’s customary 
disdain for life and property. “Speaking of furtive little fellows, I have 
a problem. Or rather, a couple of them.” 

“To tell it to Shorty is to solve it. Speak, O Professor.” 

“T’ve got two dead guys in my room and only one bed,” Nick said. 

Shorty chuckled. “People will do anything to get a room on 
Constitution Square during the tourist season,” he observed. “I trust 
they’re legitimate.” 

“T don’t know about that,” Nick said, “but they’re sure dead. They 
just tried to kill me.” 

“In that case, say no more,” Shorty rumbled. “I'll get rid of them 
for you tonight.” 

He stopped the cab near the National Archeological Museum. 

“Shall we go in?” he asked Nick. Nick shook his head. 

“Professor Harding doesn’t need a guide. Can you fill me in on 
Golden Island Promotions?” 

“Not very much, I’m afraid. I’ve been concentrating on the Sons 
movement here. I suppose you know Gorgas is loose.” 

“Yes,” Nick said. “In fact, I met him the other night.” 

The fat taxi driver heaved a rumbling sigh. “I’ve just missed him a 
couple of times myself. The Sons are so well organized that he’s 
warned when a stranger or a policeman is around. Also, I think he’s 
got outside support. The Devil himself couldn’t raise as much trouble 
as Gorgas has since he’s been back. I also think I know where his 
support is coming from but I don’t know why.” Shorty sighed again. 
“Still, that’s not Uncle Sam’s problem, is it?” 

Nick looked sympathetic. 

Shorty continued. “All I know about Golden Island Promotions is 
that it’s run by a dame named Princess Electra. I’m pretty sure she’s a 
front for a billionaire named Papadorus. He’s got a yacht so big that 
you could almost fly jets off the foredeck but it’s seldom around. Here 
let me show you something ...” 

Shorty pulled out his fat wallet with all the plastic card carriers 
and tumbled them out on the seat. Behind the inuocuous-looking 


membership cards, licenses and pornographic pictures were a series of 
photos that Nick could tell at a glance were taken with a long-range 
lens. He pointed out one in particular to Nick. 

“Here’s a beauty; my favorite. I took this from a fishing boat well 
outside the harbor. Once the boat comes in none of them are seen on 
deck. It shows the whole family together.” 

Nick studied the photograph closely. 

“The one with her back to the camera,” Shorty said. “That’s 
Princess Electra. The bald-headed bozo is Papadorus, her boy 
friendMr. Pounds and Pence himself. The evil-looking old man is 
Gorgas, the Black Monk of Cyprus. The Oriental gentleman is 
unknown to this humble spy.” 

“You missed the noblest conspirator of them all, Shorty,” Nick said. 
“The Oriental gentleman is Lin Te-peng, General in the Army of the 
People’s Republic of China and currently posted to the Chinese 
Embassy in Bern, Switzerland, where he has been running one of the 
best spy schools in the world. As they say in the detective stories, the 
plot thickens.” 

Nick stared out the window for a minute, gathering his thoughts. 
Lin Te-peng was big medicine. He was always where the spies were. 
Nick was almost positive about what was going on in Baos. It was 
fitting together very nicely. The refugees who took funny courses and 
the presence of General Lin. Electra’s suspicion when Nick questioned 
the students and the confirmation when she called her boy 
Constantine and found out that a stranger of his description had made 
monkeys out of three local boys. 

Nick certainly had to admit Electra didn’t let much grass grow 
under her feet. The memory of her naked in the moonlight came back 
to him. He put it aside. She was as beautiful and vicious as a panther. 
He decided to get to the training center on Baos in the soonest 
possible time. The opposition was tough and well organized, they 
wouldn’t wait for him to come to them. 

“Why doesn’t Interpol arrest them when they’re altogether like 
that?” Nick asked. “It would be a fantastic coup.” 

“No evidence,” Shorty said. “Nothing big enough to be worth the 
trouble. Perhaps currency-smuggling or arms-running, but with 
Papadorus’s legitimate interests in those fields he’d beat the charges 
easily. There’s also the fact that they don’t meet that often. Getting 
this picture was pure luck.” 

Nick nodded. 

“What I’d like to know,” Shorty went on, “is why a gotbucks like 
Papadorus is dealing-with lean and hungry revolutionaries like Lin 
and Gorgas. It doesn’t add up.” 

Nick tapped the photograph with his fingernail. 


“No, it doesn’t. But some other things are beginning to. You don’t 
have a friend with a boat, do you?” 

“To go where?” Shorty asked. 

“Baos. I want to have a look at the Golden Island’s training camp.” 

The bearded driver shook his head sadly. 

“Never. The local boys won’t go near it. The whole island is posted 
and the word is out that the Sons don’t want anyone near it. Some of 
the fishermen have been fired on a couple of times and gotten hurt 
when they sailed too close.” 

“Well,” Nick said. “I can think of one other possibility.” He would 
have another chance at Leonidas this afternoon. This was the day his 
daughter was to be married, and Nick and Xenia were scheduled to 
attend. Constantine’s visit and Nick’s talk with Shorty would make 
them late but Nick still intended to go. Somehow he was going to talk 
the ex-guerrilla into making one more mission. He had ten thousand 
dollars to make the idea more acceptable. 

“If you go,” Shorty said doubtfully, “I’ll do what I can to help, but 
my job is really here in Athens. I’m not sure I could get away.” 

“Don’t worry,” Nick said. “I won’t involve you, Shorty. But I could 
use your help if I find transportation.” 

“You can count on it,” the fat man said, as he let the car into gear. 
“Can I drop you anywhere?” 

“After I make a change, my friend.” 

Once again in the disguise of Pedro, Nick asked Shorty to return 
his professor’s clothes to his hotel room but first to drop him off at 
Xenia’s. She was just coming down the street with a bag of groceries, 
her bold, provocative walk drawing whistles and stares. When she saw 
Nick she waved gaily and began to run toward the car. Shorty’s 
cavernous chuckle rumbled up from his chest. 

“Now I see why you resisted the charms of my virgins, Professor,” 

“The lady ain’t no virgin but she is a lady,” Nick said. “See you at 
the cab rank later. I’ll be driving a rented car. I’ll blink my hghts. 
Don’t forget my two dead bellhops.” 


CHAPTER 7 


THE LATE-AFTERNOON sun threw the shadows of the cypresses in 
long columns across the white dust of the road as they jounced down 
into the hill town where Leonidas’s daughter was to be married. 
Beside him, Xenia held on bravely while Nick swerved the car around 
the potholes. They were late but that could not be helped and would 
probably be forgiven. By now the wedding ceremonies would be 
concluded and the drinking have begun. And anyway, the old 
dynamiter well understood how “business” could get in the way of 
pleasure. 

As he drove, Nick tried to think of the alternatives to going to Baos 
with Leonidas. There were none. U.S. forces were obviously out of the 
question. No army or navy commander would be caught within miles 
of such an operation. A hired boat, in the unlikely event that Nick 
could find a boat owner willing to brave the wrath of the Sons, was 
sure to result in local talk about the trip and the strange tools Nick 
would have taken with him. No, Leonidas was Nick’s candidate. 

If worst came to absolute worst, Nick was ready to Steal a boat 
himself and take it over single-handed, but that would be adding 
grave risks to an already dicy enterprise. In the universal fraternity of 
the sea everyone in an area knew everyone else’s boat. Nick had no 
desire to be lynched by angry fishermen halfway there. His train of 
thought was interrupted by the necessity of slowing for a wandering 
donkey laden with great baskets of figs on each flank. 

“The bride will be a grandmother before you get us there,” Xenia 
grumbled cheerfully. 

“Silence, woman,” Nick growled back. “No wonder Greece has yet 
to take its place among the leaders of the world when traffic is made 
impossible by donkeys browsing on the pavement.” 

Nick’s remark to the fiercely patriotic Greek girl brought the blood 
rushing to her face. Then she saw the beginning of a grin curling at 
the corner of his mouth and laughed and kissed him. 

“If you toy with me, Pedro, I shall add to those bruises you have 
already.” It was typical of her that she did not ask how he had come 
by the bruises. Nick wondered how Shorty was doing with his body- 
disposal mission. 

“Here,” she said. “It is always for the woman to lead the superior 
sex and show them how to deal with life’s difficulties.” 

In a moment she was out of the car and swiftly approaching the 
meandering donkey. Coming up behind it, she gave the creature a kick 
in the hindquarters that sent it galloping and braying off down the 


road. The owner, on a donkey farther up the road bellowed angry 
remarks at her, Xenia got back in the car and screamed back at him 
until they left him well behind, still developing his arguments. Nick 
shook with repressed laughter. 

Shortly thereafter, they arrived in the village. They knew they 
were in the right place. The sounds of violins, guitars and half a dozen 
other stringed instruments smote the ears of the travelers. The 
wedding party was taking place next to the local taverna, and since 
there were only four stone buildings clustered at the crossroads, the 
taverna wasn’t difficult to find, either. 

The party was well under way. Old Leonidas with his sleeves rolled 
up to his brawny biceps led the dancing and upbraided the old fiddler 
for not keeping the proper time. Those not dancing were eating and 
drinking at heavy trestle tables under the trees. When he caught sight 
of Nick and Xenia, Leonidas broke off dancing and greeted them 
heartily, a winy grin across his weathered old face. He would hear no 
apologies for their lateness. 

“No man travels faster than the gods intend,” he bellowed. He 
suggested a possible reason for their lateness, which was unrepeatable. 
Then, with his arms around the couple, he strode through the party 
introducing them to the other guests whose names sounded to Nick 
like the answer to a crossword puzzle printed backwards. He pointed 
out the bride and groom, a scholarly-looking young man and a dark- 
haired girl still in the first bloom of youth. 

“Look at that rear end will you?” the old villain whispered so 
loudly that he could be heard in Athens. “Shaped like a tear drop by 
Phidias. She will drop grandchildren for Leonidas like a ewe in 
spring.” 

The couple danced away, pretending not to hear him. 

“Better a bull like you,” Leonidas whispered to Nick, “but this 
young one will do. Ah, but what a son-in-law you will make some 
man,” he said, fetching Nick a slap across the back that almost 
knocked him across the trestle table. Leonidas was a changed man 
from the cautious, almost fearful old fellow that Nick had met at the 
Seven Against Thebes, more like his old self. Of course, he was now 
considerably more drunk. 

Leonidas picked up a wine bottle and poured liberally for his 
guests, splashing a good percentage of the bottle on the board table 
and the bystanders. Nick decided that if he were going to broach the 
subject of a boat ride to Baos, he’d better do so soon. In a little While 
Leonidas wouldn’t be able to pronounce the word much less think of 
navigating there. 

So when the opportunity presented itself, Nick drew the old man 
aside for a private talk. They stood together by a vine-covered wall 


talking in low voices while Nick urged Leonidas to make the trip. As 
he listened to Nick’s proposition, his good humor faded into 
depression. 

“You are the only one I can get,” Nick finished. “Otherwise, I have 
to steal a boat and go by myself.” 

“Bah,” the old man grunted. “What do you know about handling a 
caique in a squall or navigation at night in these waters. You would 
end up a dinner for the sharks.” 

“Perhaps,” Nick said, staring back at him. “Just the same, that’s 
what I’m going to do, if I have to.” 

“No, no,” the old man growled. He sank to a nearby table and 
directed his words at the boards rather than at Nick. “It is these 
motherless Sons that run everything these days. How can you fight 
them? I have tried. It is useless.” He passed an unsteady hand through 
the thatch of still-dark hair. “They are everywhere, they know 
everything and are bound to each other by a blood oath. It is not so 
much for myself that I worry. It is for my daughter and her husband. 
They would not be safe if the journey became known. And, of course, 
it would.” He stopped for a moment. “No, I lie. I lie just a little. It is 
not only for them that I worry. I, Leonidas, am afraid for myself.” 

The ficrce. old eyes, glazed by alcohol, stared up into Nick’s. 

“Ah, my young friend, did you ever think to see the day that you 
would hear old Leonidas say such a tiling?” 

“Fear is nothing new to either of us,” Nick said gently. “But this is 
a new thing that I see today. That is a little fear standing between 
Leonidas and ten thousand dollars. To be paid in pounds, drachmas or 
dollars, as you Wish.” 

The sturdy old man’s eyes began to focus as he brought his mind to 
bear on the sum of money. He would normally work a year for a 
fraction of that amount. He gave the ghost of his old smile. 

“T think you are expecting a hard night’s work.” 

“Tt won’t be easy,” Nick said. 

The old man nodded slowly. “Leave me, Nicholas,” he said at 
length. “I will consider the matter and bring you my answer in a 
while. There is not so much of the old money left as you might think. 
This sum would provide for the children here,” he said, indicating the 
wedding couple. “I need your word that it would be paid in the event 
of your death and mine.” 

“Tt will be paid.” 

“Very well, go. I will speak with you on this later.” 

Nick left him alone and joined the party. The sun was almost 
behind the mountains now. The crickets were tapering off their 
everpresent sound. The area under the trees was in deep shadow and 
the party was proceeding with everincreasing gaiety now. As Nick 


stood with a glass of white wine in his hand, watching the musicians 
and dancers, a soft form pressed up beside him from the shadows. 
Hungry hps teased his neck. 

“T am tired of being pawed,” a familiar, husky voice breathed into 
his ear. “I wish to take a walk.” 

Nick laughed. Every drunk at the party, and that included every 
male except Nick and the bridegroom, seemed to have but one object 
in life. That was to lure Xenia, alone, into the orchard. And every 
woman seemed to have the object of seeing that her man went 
nowhere near the long-limbed hetaera. Nick decided that he had 
better take a walk with her in the interests of keeping the peace at the 
party. Not that he needed much persuasion. Her lips in his ear should 
have been enough persuasion for any man. 

The bright, watchful eyes of a dozen women followed the 
handsome pair as they ambled their way toward the olive orchard. 

“Dried up old figs,” Xenia snorted, staring back at the chorus of 
village women. “Secretly they would like to walk to the orchard with 
you but they do not have enough juice.” She tossed her head 
haughtily. Nick laughed and quickened his pace, anxious to get out of 
range before Xenia started a riot. 

They were not the only couple that had sought privacy. Among the 
deepening shadows they could hear the rustlings and murmurs of the 
eager swains who had not been patient enough to find a really 
secluded grove. At one point, far down the alley of trees, a girl naked 
from the waist up, burst out of a thicket and ran out of sight 
screaming, “You fiend, I thought you were your brother Michael.” She 
was followed a moment later by a grinning lout buttoning his shirt 
with a satisfied air. 

This last event caused Nick and Xenia to walk until they were sure 
that they were safe from interruption. When they were so far away 
that Nick could barely see the dim line of electric bulbs that Leonidas 
had strung around the yard, they stopped in the shade of an old wall. 

“Come to me, Pedro, Nicholas, whoever you are,” she said, 
reclining on the soft grass. The large grave eyes regarded him with a 
sad smile. 

“T know I should be patient but when, oh when are you going to 
come for me? I fear trouble in Athens and I fear that you are part of it. 
We shall never be together. It is terrible to feel this way about a man. 
I swore that I never would again. I am a fool.” 

“Soon, soon,” Nick said, stretching out beside her. His slow, 
reckless grin made light of her fears, seemed to mock them gently and 
lend her its courage. “I have just a little business yet. If it is finished 
successfully then perhaps the day after tomorrow or the day after that. 
If not ...” 


She placed a long finger against his lips and her eyes were soft as 
she unbuttoned her blouse. 

“If it is not successful, whatever it is, I know I will not see you 
again. And that I could not bear ... no, do not comfort me with words. 
Make love, I am ready.” 

And she was. They opened their clothes to each other with the 
careless abandon of lovers rather than sexual partners. Something 
different and remarkable overcame Nick as he felt the first sweet heat 
of her body envelop him in the cool evening air. He felt a tenderness 
that had escaped him some thousands of miles back in his travels and 
which he had thought was lost forever. 

There came a period of building up as they held themselves in. 
Some sweet minutes passed before they loosed the bonds of their 
passion and subsided. Then they lay together, half nude under the 
overhanging sycamore, drinking in peace and silence from the bottle 
of white, sweet wine that Xenia had brought from the party. 

Bursts of laughter and music drifted from far away. The moon was 
rising fat and bright. A good night to sail, Nick thought, despite the 
magic of the moment. Then it occurred to him that he wasn’t hearing 
any music. That struck him as odd. He. tensed and concentrated. Good 
God. That was gunfire. He heard the sound of heavier explosions. A 
grenade or mortar. Nick couldn’t be mistaken about that. 

He heard women screaming now. Shouts. And more gunfire. Nick 
came to his feet in one smooth motion. The girl, dozing beside him 
with her blouse open a moment before, sat up stiffly, her eyes wide. 

“Tt is the Sons,” she gasped. “They are making an example of old 
Leonidas.” 

“Damn!” Nick snapped. “Stay here until I come for you.” 

“Nonsense,” she cried. “I am coming too.” She was struggling to 
her feet. Nick slapped her hard. There was no tenderness in his face 
now. 

“You'll stay here until I come back for you,” he said grimly. She 
agreed, the tears streaming down her face. Then he was off sprinting 
down the row of trees, the Luger in his hand. Too bad, he thought, as 
his powerful strides brought him near the party. He was short of 
ammo. And it sounded like quite a few guns down there. Nick 
wouldn’t even have had the Luger with him if he didn’t know that 
there might be another attempt on his life anytime, anywhere. Of 
course, he had Hugo, the stiletto, and. Pierre, the gas bomb, but the 
first was useless and the second would do as much damage to the 
wedding guests as to the raiding party. 

He swore savagely as he came near the party. Those were 
automatic weapons that he heard, for sure. At the edge of the olive 
orchard, he stopped short. The party was a scene of carnage. Women 


shrieked about him among the trees, and the screams of the dying and 
those who thought they were dying shattered the night. By the light of 
the remaining bulbs, Nick could see men running toward the road. 
They were piling into the back of a light truck, which stood with its 
motor running and lights out in the crossroads. 

The truck was waiting for one of the Sons who was using charcoal 
to scrawl a huge legend on the side of the taverna: Death to traitors ... 
and the friends of traitors The Sons of Prometheus. 

Nick watched, unable to help, as one of the wedding guests ran out 
onto the road with a knife in his hand, screaming unintelligibly. 
Suddenly, he staggered back and fell heavily as three rifles flashed in 
the darkness, then flashed again as the riflemen fired into the inert 
body. 

To come out with the Luger blazing was senseless. Nick’s trained 
mind took in all the details of terrain and action that his swift eyes 
registered and translated them into the only possible plan of action. 
Then he began to run swiftly, at a tangent, through the grove. As he 
came out of the trees at the edge of the road, the truck was just 
getting into gear. The sign writer was running along at the back, 
swinging from the tailgate as his companions tried to pull him up and 
inside. Everyone’s attention was concentrated on the running man. 

Nick, in the shadows, smiled a fierce grimace of triumph. His 
fingers found Pierre in his pocket and deftly switched on the 
activating mechanism. The track was roaring by with the scream of an 
engine being pushed hard in first gear. The moon gave plenty of light 
for Nick to see by. 

He stepped calmly into the road as the truck swept past and threw 
the pellet in a hard, straight line into the back of the truck. He waited 
to be sure that the pellet didn’t bounce back out. Then he shot out a 
rear tire with the Luger. 

The driver continued on down the road about a hundred yards and 
then came to a stop. He thought that he had little to fear from the 
confused peasants behind him. He got out and walked around to the 
tailgate, haranguing the men in the back for not immediately 
establishing a defensive perimeter so that they could change the tires. 
Nick was able to walk up very close. 

Suddenly the driver’s angry oaths turned to fearful silence as his 
companions, with sightless eyes, stared wordlessly back at him. The 
gas pellet which Nick had tossed into the truck was colorless, odorless 
and did its work in less than a minute. Some hint of nemesis urged the 
driver to turn and look back down the road from which death had so 
mysteriously come. When he saw Nick, he convulsed with terror. 

Nick shot him in the heart. The truck driver fell and lay staring at 
the moon with unseeing eyes. Nick walked quietly around to the front 


of the truck. There was no one there. No one left to kill. Reholstering 
the Luger, he turned and walked up the moon-blanched road to where 
the lamentations of women were growing to earsplitting wailings and 
dreadful keenings that desolated the quiet of the hills. 

A surprise awaited him there. 

Old Leonidas was still alive. He stood stone-sober in the middle of 
the wreckage, directing the removal of the dead and wounded to the 
tavern. He had sent to the nearby villages for doctors and summoned 
the nearest gendarmery. Only when Nick saw the way his eyes 
glittered in the moonlight did he understand the enormous pressure 
that was building up inside the man. 

“You see the wages of fear, my friend,” Leonidas said in a strangely 
matter-of-fact voice. “Had I been just a little more outspoken in my 
opposition to the Sons, I would have understood that they considered 
me an enemy and I would have taken precautions. The children,” he 
said, meaning the bride and groom, “are among the dead.” 

“Ym sorry,” Nick said. There was nothing really to say. They both 
knew it. 

“Tf you will help me track down the men who did this, Nicholas 

“You will find them in a truck, not far dowa the road,” Nick said. 

“Yes, yes,” the old man said, nodding to himself. Slowly, he began 
to comprehend what Nick had said. “Yes, you were ever swift, 
Nicholas. Yes, yes, it is for the best, although I would have preferred 
to do it myself. About the boat, my friend. If you will wait until I have 
finished here...” 

Nick touched him on the arm. Then he left the old man standing 
on the moonlit road with his grief and went to find Xenia. 

The story of Leonidas’s salvation would have been comic if the 
raiders’ results had not been so tragic. The raiders, knowing full well 
who they were after, had tossed a grenade at the head table where the 
bride and groom sat, then swept the area with submachine guns. 
Everyone sitting at that table had been killed. Everyone except 
Leonidas who had sometime before passed out beneath the table. The 
heavy trestle table had saved his life from the burst of the grenade and 
the flying shrapnel, but the table itself had knocked him unconscious 
when it fell on him. Thus he was aware of nothing that had happened 
until the raid was long over. 

Now three hours later, he sat silently with dry glittering eyes in the 
back seat of Nick’s rented car, as Nick drove at top speed through the 
silent hill towns back to Athens. 

In the front seat, her head on Nick’s shoulder, Xenia sat watching 
the road unwind with dark, troubled eyes. 

Nick moved the car at speed with his usual expertise but his mind 


was taken up with the problems ahead of him. He had his boat all 
right and a good man to sail it. At first he had been leery of Leonidas’s 
offer to sail this very night. But as Leonidas himself pointed out, they 
were both marked men now. Leonidas would have to go into hiding. 
That being the case, he would rather go into action, and the sooner 
they brought the battle to the enemy, the better. This fitted in well 
with Nick’s plans. 

It was still relatively early in the evening. By the old fisherman’s 
estimate ... with favoring winds and currents, they could reach Baos 
by dawn. Nick hoped he was right. If what everyone told him were 
true, once the sun came up they wouldn’t stand a chance on that well- 
patrolled coast. 

In Athens they found Shorty, good as his word, just where he said 
he’d be. Nick cruised by the Grande-Bretagne Hotel and blinked his 
lights. He saw the fat cabdriver detach himself from a group of 
lounging cabmen and stride heavily to his cab. In a minute Nick 
picked up his headlights in the rear-view mirror. With the fat man 
from Interpol following them, Nick drove down into the dingy dock 
area of Piraeus. Pulling up in the shadows of an old warehouse, Nick 
walked up the dock to where a U.S. Navy destroyer was tied. 

The guard at the foot of the gangway came to alert. 

“Where ya think ya goin’, chum?” 

“T thought I’d have a talk with the captain, as a matter of fact,” 
Nick said. 

The guard said, “Are you kidding, buddy?” His disembodied voice 
became a face that drew close to Nick’s and peered at him aghast at 
the proposed sacrilege. Nick reached for his billfold. He heard the 
unpleasant sound of a rifle being cocked. 

“Better keep your hands out of your pockets, buddy, 
said. His voice was nervous. 

“Okay,” Nick said. “Take it easy sailor. I’ve got a pass. 

Better get hold of the Watch Officer, I don’t have much time.” 

Eventually the officer was produced. When he saw Nick’s 
credentials he lost no time in waking the captain. Nick was led down 
to the captain’s cabin. The captain was a ruddy old seaman with 
piercing blue eyes. He glanced at Nick’s credentials, listened to his 
story, and then gave the necessary orders for Nick to draw supplies 
from his ship’s stores. It was no coincidence that Nick chose this ship 
for supplies. Both Nick and Hawk were aware that it had recently 
taken part in war games and had aboard most of what Nick wanted in 
the line of explosives to take with him to Baos. The captain had some 
time ago received sealed orders to cooperate quickly if a certain 
AXEman asked for his assistance. Now he sized up the big American 
who restlessly paced his little cabin while the material was being 
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assembled. 

“A lot going on here .we don’t know about, I guess,” the captain 
hazarded. 

“Private sort of thing,” Nick said. “Nothing big.” 

The captain regarded Nick over his pipe, the thoughtful blue eyes 
missing little. 

“Did you know that all American military vessels have orders to 
leave the harbor by eight hundred hours tomorrow? Came in just a 
couple of hours ago.” 

“No, I didn’t.” That, meant the boys in Washington thought trouble 
was coming in Athens. Trouble that they wanted the United States to 
have no part of. It also meant that Nick couldn’t replace his supplies if 
he were stopped by a patrol boat or lost them to the guards on Baos. 

“That’s too bad,” Nick said, “I was hoping that I could requisition a 
launch later on. It would have come in handy.” 

Suddenly, the captain’s reserved manner left him. 

“T can do better than that for you.” His eyes twinkled with the 
enthusiasm of a schoolboy let in on a prank. “We’ll still have a shore 
party here to protect our shore installations. Among other things that 
will be overlooked when the big ships leave will be one of those new 
hydrofoils. It was brought in for Flag rank officers to take their ladies 
cruising around the islands. I doubt if the brass will be needing it for 
the next few days. Pll set it up so you can have it in an emergency. 
But” his eyes grew cold again “if it’s used to meddle in foreign politics 
or anything ‘back alley’ we'll have to be pretty severe. And the petty 
officer in charge be in command, no one else. He’ll have to use his 
own judgment and he'll be risking a court-martial if he guesses 
wrong.” 

Nick agreed to the terms and thanked the captain. He could have 
used the hydrofoil’s speed to get to Baos but the operation was exactly 
what the Navy didn’t want the boat being used for. Leonidas’s caique, 
on the other hand, was slow but “sterile,” which meant that it couldn’t 
possibly be traced to the United States government. 

An officer appeared in the doorway and informed the captain that 
the supplies had been gathered. Together Nick and the captain went 
up on deck to supervise the transfer to the cars. Shorty and Xenia 
drove the two cars down the dock and came to halt at the gangway. 

Xenia and Shorty stood by the cars while a gang of sailors loaded 
them with cases of high explosives and detonators. Nick heard one of 
the sailors muttering in the darkness, “So help me Jesus, just like in 
the movies.” 

“Aw, to hell with you, Ratface,” his companion answered, “this 
ain’t the movies and you wouldn’t want to be going where that cat’s 
going for all the blondes in Miami.” 


Nick smiled in the darkness and agreed. This wasn’t the movies 
where the actors got up again after they were shot. However, the 
captain was more sophisticated, for after Nick had signed the chit for 
the stores, he held out his hand. 

“Good luck, son. I hope you pull it off.” 

Nick’s smile was quick as he took the seaman’s hand. 

“So do I. Believe me!” 

“It’s always desperate when they draw explosives,” the captain 
said. “I know. I was in OSS during the war. Damn few of the 
demolition men ever came back.” 

On this cheering note, Nick went down the gangway to the cars. 


CHAPTER 8 


MOONRISE, MOONSET. Nick had accomplished a lot since he had 
lain beside the soft, loving body of Xenia and watched the moon come 
up over the hills. Now he stood on the dark, pitching deck of 
Leonidas’s caique, cupping a cigarette in his hand and trying to find 
flaws in his plan. It wasn’t hard. If he had any choice in the matter he 
would have been glad to abandon his plan and curl up for the night 
beside the warm, beauteous Xenia. 

Instead, they had hurriedly loaded the explosive on Leonidas’s 
fishing boat, along with camera, weapons, ammunition and extra fuel 
for the return journey. And donkeys, of all things. They had been 
Leonidas’s idea. He had known the Island of Baos years before the 
Golden Island Promotions took it over. The old man had pointed out 
that with all the supplies they were carrying, they would be all day 
moving them from the beach to the protection of the hills. Nick turned 
and stared at the two frightened creatures lying amidships with their 
legs bound. They were undoubtedly necessary but to Nick they 
typified the distance he was from Washington with its departments 
full of experts, armies of code clerks, and easy access to new weapons. 
He could smell the beasts from where he stood. An ironic smile 
crossed his face. This was the extent of the equipment he was taking 
up against a formidable foe who was well trained and carefully 
deployed. 

An IBM machine had chosen Nick initially for the job but Hawk 
had an override on the machine and he used it often. In this case he 
had been satisfied. He knew his man perhaps better than Nick thought 
he did. There are some men who are only turned on by impossible 
odds and who are at their best when faced with an impossible goal. 
This may be a good quality or it may not. Nick had thought about it a 
good deal. He tended to think it might be good for some men and bad 
for others. It made him a better agent for this kind of job. because his 
love of country in the face of danger and hardship transcended the 
desire for comfort, riches or the love” of women. 

Women. No brave smile for her man going off to the wars from 
Xenia. After bearing up through the stresses of the day, she had 
broken down at the last minute and thrown an old-fashioned tantrum. 

“T know I will never see you again,” she had predicted. “It is fate. 
About such things I am never wrong.” She had wept and tried to cling 
to Nick. In the end Nick had to detach her gently and have Shorty lead 
her off to the car where she sat shaking with grief. Hardly an 
auspicious beginning, Nick thought. 


A glow appeared on the horizon. Nick looked at his watch. There 
wasn’t much time left before sunrise. 

“Doges Point,” Leonidas grunted from the stern. Nick walked back, 
stepping over the donkeys, and joined him. “The old Venetian fort. We 
are very close now. We will round the point well before sunrise,” the 
old man muttered. 

Nick’s eyes searched the darkness for a glimpse of the fort but it 
wasn’t lighted. He saw only the green light that marked the shoals 
around the point. 

That was another tiling Nick didn’t care for about this operation. 
No chance to study the opposition or aerial photographs of their 
defenses. He had memorized maps of the area but they couldn’t give 
you the latest news the way aerial photos could. He was going in 
relying on his own ability to analyze a situation and take advantage of 
its irregularities. It was the ability that Lawrence called the “irrational 
tenth” part of warfare, the ability to make circumstances work for 
you. All great generals had this ability. Nick possessed it to a high 
degree. 

Then there was Leonidas to worry about. He was holding up well 
but the pressure was building up inside the old man. He was holding 
in a consuming grief, torn as only a Greek can be torn. Leonidas was 
eager for revenge, and Nick approved but he wanted no one working 
beside him who had suicidal inclinations. 

Finally Nick decided he would stop worrying and wait and see 
what happened. Relaxed, he sat in silence as the heavy caique labored 
around the point in its ponderous race with the sunrise. 

Leonidas had judged correctly. Not even the slightest phantom of 
false morning lightened the sky when Nick heard the sound of waves 
breaking on the shore dead ahead. Leonidas dropped the sail and 
brought the boat in on its momentum. They both dropped into water 
up to their knees and horsed the heavy, sluggish boat up on the beach 
past the surfline. Then, working in ankle-deep sand, straining tired 
muscles, they brought it in under the shadow of protecting rocks 
where it wouldn’t be easily spotted by air or shore patrols. Then they 
handed the frightened donkeys down to each other and carried them 
up the beach and released them. 

The dark was just beginning to lift when the two donkeys and the 
men, all equally burdened, mounted the rocky shingle and began the 
long climb into the mountains. Fortunately, Leonidas was as much a 
veteran of this sort of work as Nick was. They both knew from long 
experience that this kind of labor was a necessary preamble to 
effective action. 

At the first place where the narrow trail widened enough for him 
to stop without pushing the donkey behind him off the mountain, 


Nick turned and looked back at the beach through high-powered 
glasses. 

The sun had risen with its usual suddenness over the sea. The 
shore and the old fort were bathed in the bright light of the Aegean 
dawn. The caique, Nick’s line of retreat, was fully hidden by the 
overhanging rocks. 

The fort commanded the seaward end of a dry river valley. In the 
harbor, protected by the walls of the fort, was a medium-tonnage 
freighter tied up to a good-sized pier. In the harbor a small seaplane 
with a split tail and rear-mounted engine rode at its mooring. From 
the fort, a road led down the valley to what appeared to be the 
training complex for Golden Islands. He saw quonset-type buildings 
and people passing among them. Barracks and classrooms, he guessed. 
He noticed that the few vehicles that passed along the road between 
the training center and the fort were stopped by armed guards before 
they were permitted inside the old walls. 

Nick put the glasses back in their case and resumed climbing. After 
dark, he would have a closer look. They climbed until midday. Finally 
when they were both sure that it would take an army of scouts to pick 
up their track, they made camp among the gray, sun-reflecting rocks 
that towered around them. After feeding the animals and themselves, 
they slept. As the robust old fisherman rolled into his sleeping bag, he 
looked at Nick through weary eyes and gave the ghost of a grin. 

“Like the old days, eh?” he said. Then he immediately fell asleep. 
Presently, Nick, too, slept. He awoke after sundown. 

Night was his element. Years and years ago the jitters of being 
alone in enemy territory had been replaced in Nick’s mind by an 
appreciation of the uses of the dark. Now he loved night’s concealing 
shadows as a hunting animal loves them. He used them to his 
advantage as he made the long trek alone down into the valley and 
worked his way up the dry river bed toward the training compound. 
An occasional vehicle rolled up the road that paralleled the river but 
Nick saw their lights long before they could pick him up in their 
beams and flattened himself on the crusted mud of the river until they 
had passed. 

This was to be a reconnaissance mission. Hawk had said to be 
careful and Nick intended to do just that. He had to know for sure, 
beyond the possibility of doubt, that the training center was being 
used to make innocent refugees into potential spies against the United 
States before he destroyed it. And if he did destroy the training center, 
Nick wanted to be equally sure that he did not destroy any future 
doctors, lawyers or just future respectable American citizens. 

At the edge of the compound, Nick halted his silent advance. The 
compound wasn’t fenced. Apparently, the authorities relied upon the 


patrols from the fort and the ruggedness of the surrounding mountains 
to form an effective barrier to prying eyes. There were guards but not 
armed with rifles like the guards Nick had seen at the gate of the fort 
and along its walls. Here in the training compound the security had 
been entrusted to the sort of casual patrolman that you would find 
around any factory or industrial operation: old and very young men 
equipped with nothing more dangerous than sidearms. That was 
Understandable. In the training center, the uniformed, rifle-toting 
guards from the fort might have caused suspicion and comment 
among the refugee students. 

Here in the valley, the moon was blocked by the mountains and 
the stars cast little light. Nick moved easily through the shadows until 
he was well inside the compound. To his left were a group of 
buildings from which came the sounds of laughing and singing. 
Barracks for the refugees, he decided. In another he could see people 
scrubbing out garbage pails. Obviously a mess hall. To his right stood 
a series of dark, silent structures. These, he guessed, were the 
classroom buildings. Silently he approached and jimmied a window. It 
was simplicity itself. 

Once inside, he took a pair of spectacles and a flashlight from a 
pouch hooked to his belt. The flashlight had an infrared beam and the 
spectacles were infrasensitive and permitted him to pick up the light 
of the flash so that the area where its beam fell was as bright as a 
well-timed TV image. No one standing in the same room would be 
aware of the light without the same equipment or an infrared 
intercepting device. It was unlikely in the extreme that Golden Islands 
had been foresighted enough to provide their security people with this 
particular equipment. 

As Nick moved through the darkened classrooms, the hunch that 
he had first gotten from talking to the Golden Island refugees at the 
reception became a conviction, as the classrooms gave up their secrets 
to his trained eye. Even if he hadn’t known that General Lin Te-peng, 
the high-ranking Red Chinese spymaster, was closely involved in the 
administration of Golden Islands, Nick would have recognized these 
buildings as an intelligence training center. He saw cameras and labs 
for aerial photography, others for document photography. Courses 
disguised as Current Events Reviews had detailed lists of “open 
information” sources almost as thorough as AXE’s or the CIA’s. One 
“Civics” course was based on a textbook for spies, written by Lin Te- 
peng himself years ago, Nick noted with a chuckle. 

Inside of an hour, Nick had covered all the classroom buildings 
including the library where the shelves were stuffed with the writings 
of the Marxist ideologies. Every classroom added another technique to 
the repertoire of a potential spy. The whole center had to be 


destroyed. It wouldn’t be difficult, for the buildings were jerry-built. 
The damage would be irreparable, the equipment expensive to 
replace. 

Satisfied with his efforts at the training center, Nick worked his 
way back down the river bed until he was under the walls of the old 
fort. There he lay on the cold stones and considered its looming bulk. 
It might be possible to use its crumbling stones as handholds to make 
the long climb to the top. Theoretically possible but, in the dark, not 
knowing the surface, suicidal. Use your head, Carter, he told himself. 
If the castle were built to withstand a siege it was likely enough to 
have outlets for drainage and an escape route to the river. Look for it. 
A brief trip along the base of the wall, showed him the way. 

Beneath his feet the baked earth gave way to mud. Then the 
infrared beam picked up the source of the water, a culvert opening 
concealed by shrubbery, almost wide enough for a man to walk into 
standing up straight. 

With a feeling that tonight the operation was going as it should 
and his luck was working for him as it hadn’t since he came to Greece, 
Nick entered the tunnel and followed it until he came to a damp flight 
of stone stairs well inside the fort. At the end of the staircase was an 
iron grating and beyond that a darkened stone corridor. 

At first the grating resisted Nick’s best efforts to raise it He listened 
for sounds. Apparently there was no one nearby. He gave the grating 
his full weight and tore it free from the encrustations of time that had 
held it to the floor. He listened again but there were no rushing 
footsteps, only the water dripping from the stones in the tunnel 
behind him. Carefully, he replaced the grating and moved down the 
corridor. 

Two hours later, Nick returned and exited by the same culvert. He 
had not been as free to move around in the fort as in the training 
center. The guards here were alert and heavily armed, veteran 
fighters. But Nick had seen enough to know what he wanted to do and 
how he was going to do it. An hour before dawn, he was back in the 
hills and approaching his own camp. 

As he moved up the pitch-black trail, he heard the whisper of a 
pebble dropping. Nick spun in a low tight crouch and caught Leonidas 
as he burst from behind a rock. He laughed as he met the old man’s 
rush and heard Leonidas curse. 

“A thousand damnations upon these clumsy old feet. You would 
never have heard me coming in the old days.” 

“The old skill is not entirely lost, Leonidas,” Nick said. “You just 
need practice.” 

“Tomorrow, not even my shadow will know where I am,” the old 
man growled. “You have studied the positions well? I am in a mood to 


handle dynamite.” 

“T have,” Nick said, “but what we are playing with here is a more 
powerful thing than dynamite, old man.” 

“The arts of war prosper,” Leonidas answered. “If you have atomic 
bombs, so much the better.” 

They lay up in the mountains for the rest of the day. After 
sundown, they brought the donkeys down the slopes to the river bed. 
With their machine guns strapped to their backs they retraced Nick’s 
route up the river bed toward the darkened classroom buildings. The 
security men around the training center were as lazy and careless as 
they had been the night before. Nick and Leonidas worked swiftly and 
professionally, planting the explosives at the foundations of the 
buildings. 

When the last charge was planted, the old dynamiter looked 
doubtfully at the small packets of explosives. 

“Ts it enough?” 

Nick nodded. More than enough. Half the charges were a recently 
developed concentrated thermite that would burn brick to glass and 
the rest was a new explosive that would make the same amount of 
dynamite look like lady-finger firecrackers. The time fuses would go 
off at sunrise. With luck, they would be away in the boat by then. 
With luck. 

They had to leave the donkeys tethered to bushes well upstream 
from the fort and carry the explosives down to the culvert entrance. 

Stacking the explosives in the tunnel, Nick led Leonidas back up 
through the grating and down the corridor to the edge of a vast 
underground hall. In the shadows they saw rows and rows of assorted 
military vehicleslight trucks, jeeps, personnel carriers and armored 
cars, Nick recognized the designs of a dozen different nations. At the 
far end of the hall they saw mechanics working on engines slung from 
chain falls by the light of low-wattage lamps. Nick had no difficulty 
guessing how these had been collected. Papadorus with his huge 
industrial interests could easily have masked the purchases of the 
rolling stock and then diverted them from their stated destinations. 

Leonidas chuckled softly when he saw the motor pool. 

“So this is where Gorgas intends to supply his revolution. It will be 
a pleasure to blow it up.” 

Nick shook his head. 

“Impossible. It would take days. There is a stairway here that leads 
to their weapons and ammo room on the other side of the fort. That is 
what we will destroy here. The weapons could be brought over by 
small boat so we’ll have to take care of that first.” 

Using the vehicles as cover they moved stealthily to the stairway 
and followed the empty, underground corridor to a similar vault 


where crates of ammunition and weapons were stacked in the abysmal 
gloom. Nick quickly outlined the situation to Leonidas. The main 
entrance to the ammo room was guarded, but, confident in their 
stronghold, the Sons had posted no guards along the miles of 
labyrinthian corridors. 

“You will have to create a small, hot explosion here and hope that 
the ammo catches,” Nick said. 

“Tt will be a magnificence of an explosion,” Leonidas said. “The 
best of my career.” 

“Can you finish, here, old man,” he asked, “without blowing 
yourself up with the enemy? I’m going to take the dock so that they 
can’t load those vehicles.” 

Leonidas laughed grimly. “Bah, of course I can finish. I am an artist 
in dynamite. With it I express myself as no painter ever did. See that 
you are not eaten by a snake as you go out.” 

Nick returned to the tunnel mouth, grinning to himself. The old 
man’s spirits had certainly risen. Who said that vengeance wasn’t 
sweet? Nick left Leonidas selecting the explosives and fuses with 
which he would attempt to blow the ammo room, and emerged alone 
out of the tunnel mouth into the dry river bed. At the water’s edge, 
where the river bed ran into the harbor, he stripped until he was 
wearing only the faithful stiletto, Hugo, and two waterproof bags 
containing thermite and concentrated explosives. Then he let himself 
into the water and swam with noiseless strokes toward the pilings of 
the dock. 

The freighter was no longer tied up there. Probably bringing 
another load of arms to the mainland for Gor-gas’s revolutionaries. 
From what Nick had seen inside the fort it would have many more 
trips to make. Nick now intended to make sure that there would be no 
dock and no cranes with which to load the precious war materiel by 
the time the freighter returned. 

With silent strokes, swimming underwater most of the way, he 
approached the dock. Soon he could hear the boots of the guard on 
the dock resounding in the dead air space between the pier and the 
water. His extended hand felt the first piling and he came up for air. 
Quickly he began to fasten the explosive to the pilings. When the first 
piling was finished he swam as silently as possible and began to work 
on the next. The waves slapped at his body, threatening to knock him 
off his precarious perch, twined around the stout poles, half in, half 
out of water. Even fusing just the critical pilings, the operation was 
taking longer than he had expected. But he couldn’t hurry. If tired 
fingers slipped on a fuseeven a fraction of an inchNick would go up 
with the dock. 

He was at the last piling now. Racked with fatigue, his great 


muscles quivering from the strain, he fitted the explosive charge 
carefully to the wood. Then, without an instant’s warning, a heavy 
wave slapped the post and knocked the explosive out of his hands. 
Nick’s superb reactions allowed him to catch the explosive an instant 
before it hit the water but the effort cost him his hold on the pole. He 
hit the water and went under with a muffled splash. 

The boots of the guard above him broke their regular rhythm and 
thumped quickly toward the end of the dock. A moment later a 
flashlight beam played over the surface of the water. With all the 
speed and skill at his command Nick finished the job of placing the 
explosive in total silence. 

The beam of light continued to flash over the water. 

When the beam turned up nothing around the dock, the guard put 
a leg on the ladder leading down to the water and started down for a 
closer look. Any second now the guard would see the explosives 
fastened just below the water line. Nick pushed off from his piling and 
began to swim underwater, his stiletto in his hand. He saw the light 
stop at the base of a piling and remain there. That meant the guard 
had seen the explosive. Nick might have a couple of seconds before 
the guard understood their significance. 

Nick’s hands found the rungs of the ladder underwater and he 
began to climb. The guard was right above him now. There was no 
time for subtleties. Nick grabbed the man’s legs and jumped 
backwards off the ladder. 

The guard was taken completely by surprise. He didn’t even have 
time to yell before he was underwater and choking as fingers like iron 
vises closed off his wind. Then the stiletto did its work and the guard’s 
struggles abruptly ceased. Nick waited to be sure the body sank and 
then he began to swim for the river mouth. By the time the body 
reappeared, the explosives would have ruined the dock. In the 
meantime, Nick thought as he pushed himself through the water, it 
was time to collect Leonidas and get the hell out of here. He hadn’t 
allowed much time on those fuses. 

Already Nick could hear voices on the dock where before there had 
been silence. He had made a hell of a splash going into the water with 
the guard but it couldn’t be helped. He was ashore and climbing 
hurriedly into his clothes when a searchlight on the dock lit up and 
swept its probing finger around the nearby water. Authoritative voices 
shouted and he could see men running along the dock. Nick decided 
that he would do a little running himself. He picked up his machine, 
gun and raced up the river bed with powerful strides. 

The mouth of the culvert was empty. That meant Leonidas was still 
at work. Nick looked around. The stars were down and there was a 
suggestion of light in the sky. Any minute now, any goddamned 


minute those fuses back at the spy school would go off. 


Nick darted inside the culvert and sprinted its length. He met 
Leonidas coming back through the grating. 

“There was a difficulty. Some men came in to work. I had to go 
carefully,” the old man whispered. 

“Okay,” Nick snapped. “Let’s get out of here. The whole works is 
going up any second now.” 

As he spoke they heard muffled rumbling noises and the earth 
shook beneath their feet, even here in the foundation of the old fort. A 
moment later there was a nearer shock wave from the direction of the 
harbor. 

“That’s the dock,” Nick announced. He followed Leonidas as the 
two men raced along the slippery stone floor of the old culvert. Ahead 
of them, Nick saw a faint light through the shrubbery at the tunnel’s 
mouth. At the opening they stopped and checked to see if the coast 
was clear. It wasn’t. 

A patrol of green-uniformed riflemen were moving up the river 
bed, scanning the surrounding banks as they passed. Nick hadn’t had 
time to be careful about not leaving tracks. Beside him, the old man 
whipped up the barrel of his submachine gun. Nick pushed it down. 

“Easy, old tiger. Let’s wait and see if they go by. We have a long 
walk to that boat.” 

With caught breath, the two watched as the patrol advanced on 
them. Suddenly the leader of the patrol pointed at the tunnel mouth. 
The churned-up mud indicated the tunnel mouth like a .neon sign. 
Two soldiers ran forward to explore. 

At that point both men inside the culvert raised their weapons. 
There was no point in retreating back into the arms of the enemy 
inside. 

Nick let the soldier get up close. 

“Now,” he whispered. “Get as many as you can.” 


Both machine guns spoke at the same moment. The first two 
soldiers were cut to ribbons. Others fell as they scattered for cover 
under the withering fire from the culvert, but the ones that survived 
took up positions behind the rocks on the river bank and began to 
return the fire. Bullets danced off the stone tunnel entrance. 

Nick saw a runner working hi 

s way from stone to stone around toward the front of the fort. A 
request for reinforcements, Nick guessed. The messenger was well out 
of range of Nick’s submachine gun. Nick realized that their time in the 
tunnel was limited. 

Before he could decide how he was going to break out of the 


culvert, his thoughts were interrupted by an explosion that made 
thought impossible. Nick saw the grass and shrubbery bending as the 
shock wave raced up the bank. Stones fell in front of them from the 
walls and the reverberations echoed inside the tunnel, deafening the 
two men. It was Leonidas’s ammo room checking in. Nick and 
Leonidas grinned at each other. The Sons of Prometheus were going to 
be facing serious ammunition shortages. 

But that didn’t alter the fact that they were still pinned down. It 
occurred to Nick that they might well be able to sneak out through the 
fort itself in the confusion of the explosion. It would have been the 
sort of final touch that Nick would have loved. A brief reconnaissance, 
however, showed that the other end of the tunnel was now blocked 
With rubble. They were completely trapped. 

Nick quickly assessed the situation. If they were going to break 
out, the time to do it was now. But to rush out into the open was 
suicide. The men on the river bank were well entrenched. Nick and 
Leonidas would be cut down before they got ten yards. Nick had to 
hand it to whoever was commanding the troops. He had them under 
good discipline and had handled them well in an emergency. But 
perhaps a diversionary action would work if 

Nick never got a chance to finish the thought. Instead he saw 
something that caused him to swear a string of the bitterest and most 
obscene oaths he could think of. The reinforcements picking their way 
along the river bank were a small body of men. But the piece of 
equipment they carried was something else. The man hasn’t been bora 
who doesn’t feel fear when he sees a flame thrower and knows it is 
going to be used against him. Nick was no exception. 


CHAPTER 9 


LEONIDAS’S eyes glittered. 

“Not so good, eh?” he grunted. 

Nick said nothing. The attacking party knew their business too 
well. As the man with the flame thrower came within range of the 
tunnel, the men on the river bank opened up with a well-placed 
fusillade of covering rifle fire that forced Nick and Leonidas to 
withdraw farther down the tunnel. 

The attackers’ technique was excellent. First they tossed a few 
grenadeswhich went off with shattering concussionsinto the tunnel’s 
mouth. Then they filled the tunnel with rifle fire. Bullets ricocheted 
crazily past the ears of Nick and Leonidas, who had now withdrawn to 
the farthest reaches of the tunnel where the rubble blocked further 
retreat. 

Then came the flame thrower with an ejaculating stream of 
semiliquid fire that seemed like magic as it streamed up the old damp 
walls and filled their little world with a bright, white hell of inhuman 
heat. Twice more they endured the probing finger of flame. A drop of 
flaming liquid spattered onto Nick’s boot and burned through the 
leather, eating into the flesh of his foot. 

Nick could hear footsteps coming up the tunnel. A desperate idea 
came to him. After the white light of the fires went out each time, 
both Nick and Leonidas were blinded for some minutes afterwards; 
and so would their pursuers be blinded. 

Nick waited until the flame thrower plashed another jet of burning 
death up the corridor. Then he stepped out into the tunnel. He took 
three running steps to cover as much ground as possible and then 
hurled himself to the muddy, stone floor of the tunnel and crawled 
forward as fast as his wriggling body could take him. It was a 
desperate gamble. 

They were very close to him now. He could hear them in the dark. 
They were feeling their way forward, probing ahead with that fire- 
tipped lance of death. Now it spoke again, the jet passing with a roar 
over his head and filling the tunnel once more with white light. 

“There he isright there!” someone yelled hoarsely. 

“Where?” a frantic voice screamed back. 

Nick could see a man pointing to him where he lay on the stones. 
Too late. He hadn’t been able to get quite close enough. He brought 
the muzzle of his machine gun up and squeezed the trigger and waited 
for the flames to bum him alive. 

Everything happened at once. The stern old voice of Leonidas 


roared behind him: “Right here, dogs!” And Nick heard the sound of 
Leonidas’s machine gun reverberating off the walls. There were yells 
from in front. The flame thrower spurted again before Nick’s own 
machine gun cut its operator down. The tunnel was full of flames, lead 
and explosions. Then everything was pitch-black and Nick dived for 
the flame thrower. He met resistance. Someone grappled with him. 
Nick’s fist struck flesh and he felt bone crack. Then he had the 
weapon. But it. was too late for Leonidas. Enveloped in flames, a 
human torch, the old fisherman rushed screaming down the tunnel, 
his mouth working, his face in agony and still firing his gun blindly. 

Then the old man fell dying to the floor. Nick had no time to look 
further. Leonidas was done. Nick was still alive and now he had the 
flame thrower. He hosed the liquid fire back down the tunnel and half 
a dozen men disappeared in flames. Nick followed on the heels of the 
survivors who now ran in complete panic toward the tunnel mouth 
where the other troops were waiting. 

Nick moved forward rapidly and swung the flame thrower into 
every crevice he could find. The waiting soldiers stumbled over their 
own feet as they ran screaming away from the entrance. Nick moved 
out of the tunnel and looked around for opposition, his eyes blinking 
in the glare of the sun. There was none. With the flame thrower and 
his machine gun slung over his back, the big American sprinted up the 
river bed toward the hills. He was away and far up the river before 
the firing broke out behind him. It was scattered and ineffective. 

From the protection of a rock outcropping Nick had his first chance 
to look back at the damage he had done to the fort. It was a satisfying 
sight. Half the walls and towers were down in ruins. The crane stuck 
up at a crazy angle out of the blue waters of the harbor, and the 
loading dock had entirely disappeared. 

But he had little time to gloat. Leonidas was a charred corpse 
behind him and the pursuit was gathering strength. Without another 
thought for the dangers he had just survived, Nick began to make his 
way around the base of the mountain. His great vitality was running 
low and he was bleeding from a half-dozen minor wounds. 

Two hours later, he came out on a plateau and looked down at the 
isolated cove. The boat was still there, concealed from casual gaze by 
the overhanging rocks. 

A weary grin of triumph forced itself across his tired features. It 
would be difficult but not impossible to launch the caique by himself. 
There was still water under its bottom, although not as much as there 
would have been if things had gone off perfectly. 

Minutes later, the patched old lateen sail was drawing nicely and 
Nick, sprawled at the tiller, worked her out of the cove. The sea was 
as calm as a mill pond and a persistent, following wind was blowing 


him directly toward Athens. As he cleared Doges Point, well to 
seaward of the guns of the fort, or whatever was left of them, he saw a 
pillar of smoke still rising from inside its walls and from the training 
area. The future spies would have a morning off from classes. The first 
of many mornings off. When Nick got back to Athens he intended to 
see to it that the classes were not put back into operation. Already, the 
Chinese and the Golden Island people knew that someone was onto 
them. The problem, now, was in seeing that they didn’t reorganize 
and rebuild at a later date. 

Then he saw something that was by no means satisfying. A tiny 
speck in the sky over his head was turning into an identifiable aircraft. 
It was the seaplane he had seen anchored in the harbor. There was no 
mistaking the split tail, rear-engine silhouette of the amphibian. It 
came down and circled not far over his head while Nick scrambled for 
his submachine gun. 

By the time he was back at the tiller, the plane had darted off 
ahead of him and was turning back for a long, low run straight at the 
boat. Swearing under his breath Nick dodged forward. From the tiller, 
the sail blocked his view of the attacking aircraft. The sound of the 
motor grew louder; then, above the roar of the prop, he heard a 
different sound. It was the chatter of an automatic weapon. Suddenly, 
splinters were flying all around him as the machine gun bullets 
chewed up the planking of the old boat. Nick answered the fire with a 
burst from his own weapon as the shiny new airplane roared by. With 
no one at the tiller, the boat had headed itself up into the wind, losing 
all forward speed and cutting down Nick’s chances of evasive action to 
zero. 

The seaplane came around for. another run, the machine gun 
mounted on its nose spitting flame. Nick felt as helplessly exposed as a 
patient on an operating table. The muzzle of the gun in the airplane 
winked steadily while it was too far off for him to return the fire 
effectively. Holes appeared in the slack sail and more splinters 
whizzed through the air. 

The pilot was playing it cool and taking no chances of coming into 
range of Nick’s weapon. He circled well out of range and poured in his 
accurate and deadly fire until the old boat was collapsing in pieces 
around Nick. And he was getting closer to Nick with every pass. When 
the boards in front of his face exploded into flying chunks of wood, 
Nick made a quick decision. He went over the side into the warm blue 
water. 

He swam away from the boat and tread water from a distance as 
the amphibian, with no answering fire to keep it away, made passes 
closer and closer. Finally, Nick saw the aircraft come in right over the 
mast, flaps down, hanging in the air at stall speed. A door opened and 


a man inside dropped a grenade into the caique’s hull. As the airplane 
climbed away the caique exploded into smithereens and the air was 
filled with flying wood. A moment later, Nick floated alone on the 
slick surface of the ocean. 

He checked his position quickly. He was far enough away from 
Baos to make swimming back a chancy business. On the opposite side 
of the horizon he could just make out the top of another island. The 
current seemed to be taking him in that direction. Grimly, Nick 
wondered if he could last long enough to get there. Provided, of 
course, that the sharks didn’t get him first or the current sweep him 
through to the middle of the Mediterranean. 

In the end the decision was made for him. The seaplane was 
coming down. It landed smoothly on the water and taxied up within 
fifty yards of where he was swimming. A door opened and a man with 
a high-powered rifle with a telescopic sight drew a bead on his head. 
Nick promptly drew a deep breath and went under water. The 
defensive action was instinctive. When he came up, a long time later, 
in a different place, the rifle swung around and pointed at his head 
again. Nick once more submerged. He was beginning to find this game 
of tag slightly foolish. 

When he came up the next time, the man with the rifle beckoned 
to him. Nick shrugged. They had him all right. He didn’t see any way 
cut of this one. At least in the plane he might be able to struggle for 
one of the weapons. He swam toward the bobbing aircraft. 

They threw him a fine. At the door the man with the rifle put it 
aside and extended a hand. Nick noted with a glimmer of amusement 
that the soldier was holding onto the doorframe with a death grip in 
case Nick decided to pull him in. Since that was exactly what Nick had 
had in mind, he wasn’t surprised that these people seemed to regard 
him with the gravest suspicion and distrust. 

As he took the man’s hand, Nick saw the butt of a forty-five swung 
by another hand descend in a blurred arc. He tried to duck but he was 
in no position to be agile. The impact felt like an explosion in the 
middle of his head. The Aegean spun in circles. 

The room was expensively but sparsely appointed, like the study of 
a senior executive or a full partner in a law firm. Nick came to in a 
large, leather easy chair with his hands and feet tied. Staring out the 
great stone window which was the first thing that met his gaze, Nick 
decided he was back at the fort, probably in the commander’s office. 
The first thing he did was test his bonds. They were very securely tied. 
He wasn’t going to Houdini his way out of this one. On the surface of 
the great oak desk across the room lay the contents of his pockets: a 
billfold whose contents identified him as Professor Harding, hotel 
keys, cigarettes, matches and, unfortunately but inevitably, his 


stiletto, Hugo, and the little silver sphere of metal that was another 
Pierre, the lethal gas bomb. 

“Back among the living, old chap?” a cheerful voice remarked. 
“Pro tem, anyway,” the voice added with a chuckle. 

The speaker was a lean, handsome man, close to Nick’s size, who 
strode casually across the room and dropped into a chair behind the 
desk. He placed one, long, polished boot across the shiny top of the 
desk, eyed Nick quizzically for some moments and then spoke: 

“Sorry about the rope and all this melodramatic rot but I’m afraid 
we can’t take a chance on you, old boy. That was quite a morning’s 
work you and your chum accomplished. Lucky thing I found you 
rather than our patrols on the beach. Those chaps lost a few friends 
this morning. They would have ripped you to pieces if they had half 
the chance.” 

“Always nice to know you're cared for.” Nick grinned. 

The other’s laugh was friendly. 

“That’s what I always say. Admire pluck myself. I’m Captain Ian 
McAffery, late of the Royal Dublin Fusileers. ’m a major general or a 
field marshal or something in this rag-tag army. But they pay well. 
And you?” 

“Professor Harding of the University of” 

“The hell you are. You’re a bloody American agent and, 
apparendy, some kind of expert sapper. Too bad about your chum.” 

“Yes,” Nick said shortly. “What happens next?” 

The debonair captain gave an indolent shrug. 

“Haven’t the vaguest. May have to kill you or something like that. 
But let’s not dwell on it, shall we? All depends on what the brass want 
to do. They’re all in a bloody snit about not having all the ammunition 
they thought they had and no way to move it if they did have it.” 

“Then I take it they’re planning a coup of some sort pretty soon?” 
asked Nick, taking advantage of the captain’s seeming willingness to 
talk freely. 

“Sorry,” McAffery said. “Official secrets and all that. You’re not 
dead yet, you know.” 

“T probably will be when our friend Electra gets through with me. 
Or Gorgas,” Nick said. 

“Tm afraid you will be, old boy,” the captain said, pouring himself 
a drink from a bottle in the desk drawer. “But don’t let’s be morbid.” 

“Tt’s just that it’s so much easier to go out Snowing why you’re 
going,” Nick urged. 

“Couldn’t even tell if I wanted to. Let’s just forget about it for the 
time being. Don’t play whist by any ehance?” 

“Not with my hands tied, I don’t,” Nick said. 

“Happy to untie you, old boy,” the captain said, “if I have your 


assurance you won’t try to go for my throat or something stupid like 
that. Of course, there are guards outside the room but I’d just as soon 
not end up dead before you found that out.” 

“Now I know,” Nick said. 

“So you do, old boy. So you do,” McAffery said. Picking up Nick’s 
stiletto he sliced the cords that bound his wrists. He left Nick’s feet 
tied. 

“How about my gear?” asked Nick, indicating his possessions on 
the table. 

“No difficulty there, old chap,” McAffery said, tossing the odds and 
ends of Nick’s pocket back at him. 

“Of course, I’m afraid this is out of the question,” he said, slipping 
Hugo into a drawer. All that remained on the desk was the spherical 
form of Pierre, the pellet containing the deadly, undetectable gas that 
did its work in seconds. “What d’ya call this?” McAffery asked, tossing 
the pellet in his hand. 

Nick shrugged. “Lucky piece. Queeg ball. Something to do with my 
hands. Beats smoking three packs a day.” 

McAffery flipped the pellet to Nick who caught it deftly. 

“Never would have figured you for the nervous type, personally. 
Still, if you ever needed something to quiet your nerves, I’m afraid it’s 
right now. Right, old boy?” 

Nick eyed the captain closely. For all his easy-going manner Nick 
suspected the man was very much enjoying the game of cat and 
mouse. 

“Well, then, a spot of two-handed whist? Might as well be 
companionable.” 

“Capital,” Nick answered laconically. 

The captain produced a deck and some paper to keep score. He 
even poured Nick a whiskey and added the soda. He drank his own 
down straight. They played whist. Nick was careful to let the captain 
win most of the drachma notes in his pockets. A man who’s losing can 
only think about winning, but a man who is winning easily, grows 
expansive and can be persuaded to talk of other things. And the 
captain was drinking steadily, if not recklessly. Nick had hopes of 
learning at least some of the technical details of the Golden Island link 
with Gorgas and his revolutionaries. 

“Oh, hell,” McAffery said, looking up from his cards. Nick followed 
his glance out the window. He didn’t understand. 

“Look at that weather building up. Choppy in the harbor, already.” 

“Are we going some place?” asked Nick. 

“You’d better hope so, old chum,” the captain answered. His voice 
was a little furry but not yet thick. “Otherwise you’re for the high 
jump right now.” 


As if in answer to Nick’s speculations there was a knock on the 
door. McAffery looked up, irritated at the interruption, and asked 
what the hell was wanted. 

“Command, sir. On the short-wave.” 

“All right, all right. Hold on your bloody drawers,” McAffery 
grumbled. He took the knife out of the drawer and left the room. 
Apparently his taste for liquor didn’t impair his professional judgment. 

Nick looked around for a possible means of escape. His legs were 
still bound but his hands were free. Unfortunately, the only way out 
was through the window or through the door. The window was a long 
drop. Too long for a man who didn’t have the use of his legs. The door 
was guarded by armed men, or so McAffery said. And Nick was ready 
to believe him. That left Pierre, the gas pellet. But with his legs 
hobbled, Nick would die with everyone else in the room if he used it. 
He had little choice but to wait. 

McAffery wasn’t gone long. “You’re in luck, old boy. Command 
wants to talk with you. Wants to know how much the Yanks know 
about the operation here. Right now my only responsibility is to see 
that nothing hurts a hair of your dear little head until I fly you to the 
Maid of Athens.” 

“That’s comforting,” Nick said. “Suppose I don’t feel talkative?” 

McAffery smiled. “Oh, you’ll talk all right. ‘Fraid it won’t be very 
pleasant, you know. Damn glad I don’t have to do the job myself. Not 
a bloody torturer, you know. But they have just the lads to make you 
sing your little song, don’t worry.” 

“The Maid of Athens is a big yacht, isn’t it?” Nick said. “Belongs to 
some kind of millionaire, I thought.” 

“You know well enough whom it belongs to. Don’t kid me, old 
chum.” 

McAffery went to the window and stared worriedly at the 
darkening sky. The day had been hot and the clouds building up were 
angry and enormous thunderheads. 

“Damn storm probably goes from here to Tripoli,” he muttered. 
“Wonder how old Papadorus would like to take off into it.” He turned 
angrily to Nick. “Don’t misunderstand me, old boy. They want me to 
get you there but they also said not to be soft-hearted if you tried to 
escape. I have orders to shoot to kill if you pull anything cute.” 

The man was just on the edge of getting drunk and was angry 
because he was frightened. Well, Nick wasn’t exactly pleased by the 
idea of taking off in a seaplane into that storm, either. 

“Don’t worry, mon capilain,” Nick said pleasantly. “I’m just a 
country boy who never thought he’d live to see the day he’d be 
invited aboard the yacht of a Greek shipping magnate.” 

“You probably won’t live to see much more than the end of the day 


either way,” the captain said angrily. 

“Now I call that downright unfriendly,” Nick said. The captain 
didn’t hear him. 

“Bloody bastards expect me, an ex-British officer to fly their 
airplanes, command their banana troops, be their bloody executioner 
and then step out like the under-footman when they say boo ....” 

Several things occurred to Nick at once. 

“T’m the only regular officer in the whole lash-up and I’ve never 
even met the top dogs. No wonder their damn forts get blown up if I 
can’t plan the defenses....” 

“Who’d you execute recently?” Nick asked silkily. 

“None of your damn business,” the captain growled. “As a matter 
of fact, it was the last American agent who came nosing around here,” 
he added, spinning on Nick, “So keep that in mind, old boy, when you 
get your next bright idea.” 

“T won’t forget it, believe me, captain,” Nick said softly. 

His hands were bound again and Nick was led under armed guard 
through what was left of the fort. Since the rope around his legs had 
only been loosened a little, their progress down to the water was a 
slow shuffle. Nick tried to keep the satisfaction out of his face as he 
got a close look at his morning’s handiwork. Work gangs were still 
hard at work clearing the rubble out of the courtyard. 

Because Nick had blown up the dock, they had to take the long 
way out to where the plane was anchored. Sailors in a rowboat took 
McAffery out with one of the guards and then came back for Nick and 
the other guard. 

Standing on the beach watching the storm coming and the choppy 
waves of the harbor, Nick felt a few qualms himself about flying out 
with the tipsy captain. Still, he admitted, it was preferable to having 
McAffery put a bullet in the back of his head the next time Nick 
wasn’t looking. 

A problem arose when Nick was rowed out to the waiting 
Seaplane. He was too big to be handed into the open hatch and 
without the use of his arms or legs he couldn’t step out of the now 
violently hobbling rowboat into the aircraft. 

“Cut his ropes, you bloody apes!” McAffery bellowed. “No! The 
ropes on his feet, you imbeciles!” he screamed as the men gestured at 
Nick’s hands. “Do I have to hang around here until we get struck by 
bloody lightning?” 

His legs free, Nick managed to get himself into the aircraft. He was 
pushed into a back seat beside a uniformed guard and belted in. 
McAffery, in the front seat with another guard, spun the engine, 
almost beheading the sailors in the rowboat. Without looking to see if 
they had gotten out of the way, he ran the engine up and turned the 


nose of the plane into the wind. Nick looked down at the rising waves 
and felt his stomach tighten. He smiled at the guard beside him. The 
man didn’t return his smile. He was looking slightly ill. Nick, with his 
hands tied together in front of him, settled himself down for the take- 
off. McAffery had only so much harborthen he would run out of room. 
Nick was hoping that he wouldn’t be able to get her off. If he tried to 
get her up into the air and failed, then they would go either into the 
drink or into the mountains. In either case, Nick thought, he could 
make a pretty good try to escape, provided, of course, that he was 
able to walk away from the crash. 

The rpm’s were well up, Nick noted, peering cheerfully over 
McAffery’s shoulder. The captain had given himself the longest 
possible run across the harbor. The ship quivered as she stood on the 
rising waves and then they were moving, the rear engine driving them 
across the water at an everincreasing rate. The rocky shore on the 
other side of the harbor was looming larger and larger. The aircraft 
gave no sign of lifting. He saw McAffery coax her up and then ease the 
stick back in. McAffery cursed. 

“Now or never, mon capitain,” Nick said cheerfully. The gray coast 
was almost upon them. Then with a sting of disappointment Nick felt 
the aircraft lift clear of the water. A moment later they were safely in 
the air and the rocks of the beach were speeding beneath them as 
McAffery lifted the flaps and headed upstairs. 

“Goddamn,” McAffery sighed. He put the amphibian in a tight, 
turning climb to keep her clear of the rising mountains. 

“Goddamn,” Nick echoed for quite a different reason. McAffery’s 
luck was holding beautifully. The storm that had appeared so 
menacingly on the horizon had moved across their flight path. The 
most trouble they would run into, would be a little turbulence in its 
wake. 

Nick settled himself down to serious thinking. He never carried the 
poison pill that many agents did. So far he sever had broken under 
torture. But the interview he was about to face was going to be 
painful. And in the end, they were certainly not going to let him go 
alive. His chances were a lot better now with just three men to worry 
about rather than a whole boatload. But, strapped into his seat with 
his hands tied, several thousand feet over the Aegean, he didn’t see 
many opportunities for escape. 

It wasn’t at all unlikely that Captain McAffery could be bribed to 
fly him back to Athens and let him go. The British soldier of fortune 
seemed disenchanted with his superiors. The problem was how to do 
this with two armed and presumably loyal members of the Sons of 
Prometheus sitting next to him. The Sons were the sort of pseudo- 
religious, pseudo-patriotic organization who were difficult to bribe. In 


short, fanatical types. Even if Nick could convince McAfferyand that 
wouldn’t be easy the two guards would shoot them both as soon as 
either of them made a wrong move. 

Of course, Nick still had Pierre. At the same time that he 
remembered this, he hit upon an especially creative idea. 
Surreptitiously, he moved his hands until they rested over his pocket. 
Inside, the metal sphere seemed to burn against his leg. Slowly, he 
reached in with his hand until his fingers rested against it. The guard 
wasn’t paying any attention. Even if he had been, Nick was ready with 
the story of the lucky piece. 

Then the little metal pellet was in his hand. Slowly, so that the 
guard wouldn’t notice, Nick drew in a deep, deep breath. In a moment 
the air inside the seaplane was going to turn very foul indeed, 
although no one would notice it. 

They were flying at a good height. The ocean was flat blue beneath 
them in the late afternoon sun. Nick hoped McAffery wouldn’t slump 
over the wheel when he died and put the plane into a crash dive. 
Because Nick needed a little time. He revolved the casing of the pellet 
to “armed.” Then he waited. 

The pellet should do its work in a minute. Nick had often held his 
breath for four minutes. Everything would be fine as long as McAffery 
didn’t fall on the stick and dive the plane. 

“Five thousand dollars, McAffery, to fly me to Alliens,” Nick 
blurted. “You know I can pay.” The words had cost him perhaps a 
minute’s breathing time but he had to draw McAffery around so that 
he didn’t fall on the wheel. 

The captain turned and cocked an interested eyebrow. 

“Five thousand, old boy? Not half good enough” 

They were the last words that he ever said. His system gave him 
some tardy hint that something was wrong somewhere along its 
circuits. He began to cough. Then he fell dead, half-turned in his seat 
facing Nick. 

The airplane continued to drone along, perfectly trimmed. The 
three dead men rode in absolute silence. Nick, his breath still held 
tightly, burst into furious action. Handicapped by his tied hands, he 
managed to unstrap his belt, walk forward and cut the engine. In a 
moment the plane stalled. It hung motionless in space and its airspeed 
fell to zero. There was a little wind resistance as he fumbled the door 
open to get fresh air into the cabin and to get rid of the guard in the 
front seat. Even as the guard’s body went spinning away toward the 
ocean, dwindling in the distance, the aircraft now threatened to fall 
off into a spin that Nick soon wouldn’t be able to control. But then 
Nick was at the second set of controls, his tied hands on the throttle, 
gulping lungsful of fresh air while bringing up the power. The air 


streamed into the half-open door, cleansing the cabin of its lethal 
content. 

When the ship was safely trimmed, Nick hoisted the body of 
McAffery into the rear seat. Then he cut his ropes with the other 
guard’s knife and repeated his dumping process. McAffery, or his 
earthly remains, he was going to need. 

With the amphibian on auto-pilot, he stripped McAffery naked. 

Then Nick stripped himself, put on McAffery’s clothes and put his 
own clothes on McAffery’s body. When he was finished he felt as if he 
had just finished auditioning for a contortionist’s job, but the results 
weren’t too bad. He was a little bigger than McAffery but the captain 
tended to wear his clothes casually and the difference wasn’t that 
noticeable. 

Deliberately, Nick withdrew the captain’s forty-five from its 
holster. He shot the captain twice. 

“Sorry about that, old boy. Hate to kill a chap twice, if y’know 
what I mean,” Nick murmured in his best public-school accent. 
“Fortunes of war, I know you'll understand, wherever you are.” He hit 
himself with the pistol and put a few finger marks on his own throat. 
Method acting with a vengeance. Hawk would have been pleased to 
see it. 

Then he lit up a cigarette and proceeded to hold the plane on 
course for the Maid of Athens. McAffery had been hired by Electra. 
McAffery had been complaining that he was never permitted in the 
councils of war and that, in fact, he had never even met any of the big 
men in the Sons or Golden Island Promotions. Therefore, there was no 
reason why he, Nick Carter, shouldn’t play McAffery’s part. 

A very good reason why not, a voice within him whispered. A 
thousand things could go wrong and you’ve already used up most of 
your luck for this year and the next. You’re home free, now. Go to 
Athens and work on the case from there. No guts, no glory, Carter, 
another voice whispered. This is too good to miss. Besides, who wants 
to land a seaplane in a crowded harbor without anyone to talk you 
down? 

Ahead of him on the horizon he saw a thread of smoke rising out 
of the blue of the sea. A lazy grin crossed his rugged features. It was 
the kind of smoke that a diesel-powered yacht would be making. The 
plane continued steady on course toward its rendezvous. 


CHAPTER 10 


FIRST TEST. The Maid of Athens was hailing him on the radio. 

” “Alf a bloody minute, old boy,” Nick said working himself into 
the role. Then he thumbed the talk button and answered. 

“McAffery, here. Afraid I’m all alone. The Yank’s dead. Bit of a 
dust-up. Him or me.” 

“Very well, General.” The voice on the radio was disinterested, but, 
of course, the speaker was only a radio man. “You have about an 
eight-knot breeze out of the southwest and a moderate swell, nothing 
difficult. We have you in sight from the bridge. No reason why you 
can’t come in and taxi right up to our stern. Over.”’ 

“Okay, see you in a bit, Maid,” Nick answered. First test passed. 
The man hadn’t sounded a bit suspicious. 

Nick could see the yacht ahead of him clearly as he lost altitude. 
Out here all alone on the ocean it looked as big as a ruddy Cunarder. 
Crawling with people who might know McAffery. Nick was betting 
that he would be whisked into the presence of the big boys without 
having to spend time with the others. The brass would want to keep 
the news of the American spy among themselves. 

The water was rushing up to meet him now. Methodically Nick 
went through the routine of landing. With the amphibian’s rear engine 
it was easy to overcorrect and Nick hadn’t flown as pilot for a long 
time. Slowly he eased back on the throttle, ran down the flaps and 
kept her nose up as the rolling waves grew larger in the windscreen. 
All he needed now, he thought with a chuckle, was to stand their 
expensive seaplane on its wing to make a good impression on the 
boys. 

But his unusual reflexes stood him in good stead as they always 
did. He felt the amphibian’s pontoons touch water a long fraction of a 
second before another pilot would have and his reactions were 
perfect. A moment later he was taxiing handsomely up under the stern 
of the giant yacht and feathering his engines. A crew was in the water, 
standing by to drag the amphibian up to the crane that would lift the 
aircraft up onto the boat. Another launch stood by to take Nick to the 
gangway. Nick cut his engines, unbuckled his belt and stepped down 
into the launch. 

“Tll take that gun, General,” a cold voice said. The suspicion in the 
voice raised the hair along the back of Nick’s neck. He turned slowly, 
prepared to start shooting. 

“Sorry, sir,” the crewman said. “I forgot you haven’t been aboard 
before. No one but the guard carries arms aboard the Maid. I’ll have to 


have that pistol.” Relief surged through Nick’s body. 

“By all means, old boy.” He laughed. “I’ll have to put off holding 
the old man up for a few million until another time.” There was little 
laughter but Nick hadn’t expected much. He was just staying in 
character. Rough hands went over his body to make sure that he had 
no other weapons concealed on his person. 

“You'll find the Yank in there,” Nick said, jerking his thumb 
toward the amphibian. “Be careful, chaps, he’s messy.” 

They conducted Nick up the gangway, along the deck and back 
down to the main saloon. At the carved mahogany doors of the saloon 
he was halted by a uniformed man who spoke into a push-button 
telephone. 

“General McAffery is here, sir,” the man said. 

Nick looked around the little anteroom. It had framed pictures, 
fresh flowers and wall-to-wall carpeting. It also had two blank-faced 
men in uniform, in addition to the man on the phone. They stood at 
parade rest in front of the doors of the saloon, and they must have 
been members of the guard because the submachine guns they were 
equipped with looked awfully real to Nick. 

“You may go in, General McAffery. Mr. Papadorus is Waiting for 
you.” 

The little man held the door. Nick took a deep breath. Electra, 
honey, he said to himself, all I ask is that you be absent. Then he 
stepped through the door. 

His eyes swept the room. Not a woman in the house. Think British, 
Carter, he told himself. He strode into the center of the room and 
snapped an elaborate British Army salute. 

Somebody said, “Sit down General McAffery.” Nick sat. 

The room was enormous, furnished more like a penthouse suite in 
the movies than any boat Nick had ever been on. Three men sat 
around a cocktail table on Danish leather chairs in the middle of a 
conversation pit. Gorgas, the lean, flushed old man with the black 
beard was most easily recognizable. The robust Chinese in the Bond 
Street suit with the thin beard curling around his chin was already 
known to Nick. He was General Lin Te-peng, the Red Chinese spy. The 
one in the middle had to be Papadoras. He was bald as an egg with a 
well-tanned skull, clear blue eyes, heavy jowls and considerable 
paunch. 

“Thank you for joining us, General McAffery,” Papadorus said. 
“Will you have a drink?” 

“Whiskey with the littlest bit of soda, thank you very much, sir,” 
Nick said. That would be McAffery to the letter. Mocking his employer 
behind his back and obsequious in his presence. A mess steward came 
in almost instantly with Nick’s drink. 


“We understand that you were forced to kill the American saboteur 
on the flight. Am I correct, McAffery?” Papadorus asked. 

“That’s right, sir,” Nick said. “He was a pretty rough customer. 
Damn near did me in, as it was, sir. I think I mentioned we had a bit 
of weather at the take-off. I was fighting the aircraft when he went for 
me. It was either him or me, sir.” 

“T understand, McAffery,” Papadorus said in his surprisingly mild 
voice. “You had orders not to let him escape. It is a great pity, 
however, that we ... uh ... didn’t have an opportunity to interrogate 
him. A ... uh... very great deal depends upon how much the American 
was able to relay to Washington before he died.” 

Here was a man, Nick thought, who had immense power but 
seemed ill at ease with it. Papadorus’s glance shifted from Nick to the 
table in front of him as he talked. 

“We know for a certainty,” Papadorus went on, “that the previous 
American agent MacDonald relayed nothing of importance.” 

Poor MacDonald, Nick thought. They even got his name out of 
him. Well, that Chinese general sitting opposite knows everything 
there is to know about making people talk. 

“T am informed that this second agent from Washington observed 
me in the Seven Against Thebes tavern the last time that we passed 
funds,” Gorgas interrupted. His voice was high-pitched and strident. 
“Do you realize what that means?” 

“Uh ... yes,” Papadorus said, “we were ... uh ... just coming to 
that. It is obvious that this second American agent was able to learn a 
great deal more about our operations than the other. What is 
imperative is that we learn whether this raid against our Baos facility 
was initiated by himself or under orders from Washington.” 

“T, of course, have means of discovering these facts, gentlemen,” 
the Chinese general put in in his slightly sibilant voice. “Unfortunately 
we have not succeeded in infiltrating the AXE group and it will take 
time to find these things out.” 

Hawk should be glad to hear that, Nick thought wryly. 

“Timeyou talk of that. I tell you there is no time.” Gorgas was on 
his feet, his voice ardent. “It has all been settled. The revolution 
awaits only my signal. Washington is perhaps aware even now.of the 
coming rising, and you talk of time. I tell you the time is now.” 

“There are complicating factors, Brother Gorgas,” Papadorus said 
unhappily. 

“What is this complication? I have now enough men under arms to 
control Athens for days, drive the government into hiding, strike down 
all who oppose us.” Gor-gas’s speech had the monotonous rhythms of 
the born demagogue. It also bordered closely on the insane. 

“We will destroy local opposition. Not Washington, not London, 


not Moscow, not even Peking will be able to prove that we are 
anything but. the voice of the people. You, General Lin, have promised 
me troops from Albania and Bulgaria. I still await proof of these 
troops and I shall not wait much longer. My wrath is swift Soon I shall 
become convinced that your support of the Sons is opportunistic. Do 
not put me to the test.” 

“But of course you shall have your troops from Albania, Brother 
Gorgas,” General Lin put in suavely. “I guarantee them as I always 
have.” 

“We have starved, we have waited for the day that I might lead the 
faithful to their glittering destiny as the Golden Nation just as in the 
towering days of yore.” Gorgas was not to be stopped once he went 
into his routine, Nick realized. The men in the room were forced to 
listen to the whole of his rambling discourse before he quieted down. 

For some time now, Nick had been aware that the boat was under 
way and making good speed. Nick would have been glad to wipe out 
everybody in the room and take his chances with the Tommy Gun 
Twins at the door, but, unfortunately, he was unarmed. 

“I say tonight,” Gorgas chanted on, “before the government is 
informed by Washington. We are unprepared but the government is 
even less prepared. No nation will interfere.” 

“There are ... uh ... other considerations,” Papadorus said. “If we 
find that the American agent did not act on orders from Washington, 
we may assume that we can resume operations of the Golden Islands 
intelligence system. A blow against the government would be risking 
all that.” 

Papadorus’s voice almost pleaded with the demented old man. 
Nick watched the Chinese general observing their argument. There 
was a certain rationality to Gorgas’s proposal, for Nick knew that no 
nation would dare interfere with Gorgas’s coup d’etat if he could make 
it look like the will of the people. And by efficiently murdering all the 
vocal opposition, Gorgas might be able to do just that. 

At the same time, Nick had been around intelligence circles long 
enough to know which of the two choices offered more advantages to 
the Red Chinese general. A foolproof espionage infiltration system of 
the United States was infinitely more valuable in Lin Te-peng’s eyes 
than Ihe favor of a petty dictator in Greece. But General Lin sat 
stroking his beard impassively and from his face there was no 
indication of where his favor lay. 

“Choose carefully, gentlemen,” the bearded monk whispered. 
“Tomorrow morning at dawn the rising is signaled. At dawn tomorrow 
the waiting Sons of Prometheus will know that their hour is at hand 
when the Parthenon, Greece’s symbol of humiliation at Turkish hands, 
is blown to bits.” 


“The Parthenon?” Papadorus squeaked. “You have to be insane ...” 

Gorgas turned slowly on the billionaire and transfixed him with his 
burning eyes. The silence in the room was absolute. 

“T will pretend to be deaf, old man, and that I did not hear you,” 
Gorgas whispered finally. “But have a care, rich man, have a care.” He 
walked to the middle of the room, then turned to face the seated men. 

“I will await my boat on the deck. Let me have your answers by 
midnight,” the old monk whispered. Then he turned and walked 
silently out of the saloon. There was a silence in the room until 
Papadorus, who sat watching the door with anxious eyes, was sure 
that Gorgas was not coming back. A few moments later, Nick felt the 
yacht lose headway and heard feet running along the deck. Shortly 
afterward the Maid picked up speed again. 

“The Parthenon ...” Papadorus said shaking his head. 

“That man is irresponsible and dangerous,” General Lin interrupted 
quietly. “Even if he is successful the Americans may not recognize his 
government. Then we will be finished as far as sending refugees to spy 
on them. To have this happen now when we are so close to success. 
We had intended using some of the first graduates as couriers next 
month. He must be stopped.” 

“He is mad,” Papadorus said in his hesitant way, “but he speaks to 
many of the people in their own tongue and the Sons are fanatically 
loyal. If any harm came to him our lives would be forfeit. Besides he is 
very useful. Without him...” 

“Tt is true,” the Chinese general said, “that we could not have 
started this organization without his support in maintaining discipline 
and achieving the trust of the refugees.” 

Lin Te-peng’s finger traced the delicate line of his beard. 

“He was a demagogue when one was needed, a voice in the 
marketplace. But he also has benefited from us. Without our funds he 
would shortly find his little army less fanatic and loyal than he 
thought. In helping him to escape we created a monster. A little 
trouble in Cyprus is one thing, we were prepared for that. A plot 
against the Greek government is quite another.” 

“Do you think that we could persuade him to put it off again?” 
Papadorus asked. Lin Te-peng shook his head. 

“No, he will be put off no longer. He is bound on embarrassing us 
with his half-baked coup. Fortunately, what we have created we can 
also destroy. I think .the answer is at hand within this very room,” 
General Lin turned and looked at Nick. “The brave General McAffery 
is not a man to shrink from shedding blood. Not if the reward is 
commensurate.” 

“Perhaps that would be best,” the billionaire said. “But the risks 
are enormous.” 


Nick listened with rising astonishment. They wanted him to kill 
Gorgas for them. 

“Well, McAffery,” the Chinese general asked, “are you prepared to 
carry out this mission if we make up to you everything that you might 
lose when and if Gorgas takes over? Remember that he is now short of 
arms and equipment thanks to your rather unspectacular defense of 
our supplies.” 

“It might be just a little difficult to do the job between now and 
tomorrow morning,” Nick said. “He’s sure to be surrounded by his 
own chaps all night.” 

“And,” Papadorus said, “if Washington knows, then Golden Island’s 
work is finished and perhaps our best opportunity is to throw in our 
lot with Gorgas.” 

General Lin narrowed his eyes. 

“There is still one more chance remaining. The American agent 
had a woman on the waterfront, a striking-looking girl well known in 
the quarter. I happen to know that she is now in Gorgas’s custody. 
Perhaps we might learn from her whether the American was working 
from Washington or on his own initiative.” 

Nick forced himself to betray no reaction. His first move when he 
got off the boat would be to try to liberate Xenia from wherever 
Gorgas had taken her. If he was not already too late. 

“Do you really think he’ll blow up the Parthenon?” Papadorus 
quavered to Lin. The, general looked quizzically back at him. 

“T wouldn’t be surprised if that was the first thing he decided to do. 
It is a symbol and the fanatic’s mind dutches at symbols. Besides it 
will bring him fame of a sort. Yes, he will blow up your Parthenon.” 

“That is too bad,” Papadorus sighed. “I always rather liked it. I 
could look up at it in the morning or at sunset and know that...” 

“That you made another million dollars or so during the day,” Lin 
Te-peng finished laughing. “You capitalists are so amusing. Here you 
are running a paper organization worth billions in the eyes of the 
world, whereas in fact, it is worthless, dependent entirely upon the 
Chinese government backing up your credit through the Treaty 
PortsHanoi and half a dozen different places. It now looks very much 
as if we shall have no further reason to cooperate with you. Which 
means that in two months time you will be a ruined man. And you 
worry about a pile of broken stones that were shelled to rubble 
hundreds of years ago.” Lin shook his head. 

So Papadorus was broke. That answered the big question in Nick’s 
mindwhy was a rich man like Mr. Papadorus playing ball with the 
Chicoms? Well, he wouldn’t be the first big shooter who ran 
worldwide industries and didn’t have a dime. It seemed to Nick now 
that he had heard that Papadorus was hit hard by the Red takeovers in 


Asia after the Second World War. But he seemed to keep on doing 
business at the old stand, his ships plowed the oceans of the world and 
his other industries continued to produce. So people merely assumed 
that he was continuing on in the mysterious and inexplicable ways of 
high finance. 

His freighters would be landing Chinese spies and saboteurs in 
ports around the world every day while Papadorus continued to live 
the good life in his villas and on his yachts. The only difference was 
that now the Red Chinese Ministry of Foreign Affairs called the shots 
in his business empire. 

“Let us assume for the moment,” Lin Te-peng went on, “that the 
Americans know or shortly will know the real uses of Golden Island 
Promotions. There is nothing that they can do to the refugees who 
have already entered the country. Therefore, let us load the records 
onto this boat tonight and sail for Albania. The only really important 
part of Golden Islands will be saved. We will know which refugees in 
America are vulnerable and how to control them. We can start up 
again with very little effort when things die down.” 

Nick had to agree with the idea from the general’s point of view. 
The most difficult and expensive part of setting up a spy network was 
finding systems, people and controls. After that making the system 
work only took cash. 

The boat had stopped. Glancing through the porthole, Nick saw the 
Piraeus waterfront. Nick stifled an urge to congratulate himself. He 
knew he wasn’t home safe by any means. 

“You will” give orders tonight to the captains of your freighters,” 
the Chinese general said to Papadorus, “to sail at once with the arms 
and ammunition which they have aboard. I will see that the Athenian 
government is warned that Gorgas plans his revolution for tomorrow. 
Without the element of surprise, his handful of followers will not 
stand a chance against the government forces. Then in the confusion 
of the attack, which will be going badly, General McAffery may well 
be able to slip close enough to assassinate him before he implicates us. 
We shall, my dear McAffery, of course make it worth your while.” 

“Splendid,” Nick said forthrightly. “’m your man if the price adds 
up right.” 

“Tt certainly shall, my dear general.” Lin chuckled. 

“Well, well,” Papadorus said. “This is certainly a great relief to me. 
In a way we shall be the saviors of immortal Greece when we prevent 
the demented monk from destroying that magnificent ruin.” 
Papadorus gave a weak little chuckle. General Lin stared at him with 
veiled contempt. 

“T shall leave the details to you gentlemen,” the billionaire said 
genially as he rose. “The Princess is giving a little theater party for 


some very prominent people tonight, using some of our more innocent 
refugees as actors. She is very much involved with the production and 
I must catch her before she leaves for the theater and inform her of 
our plans.” 

“Give my regards io the estimable Princess,” Lin said dryly. As 
Nick rose to his feet he noted that General Lin was staring at him 
thoughtfully. Perhaps he was wondering if McAffery could be relied 
upon to execute such an important assignment. Nick half turned and 
avoided the general’s stare.. 

“By the way, General McAffery,” Lin. Te-peng said silkily, “in all 
the confusion today I almost forgot to ask you if you happened to look 
at the elbow of the American you shot today.” 

“Matter of fact, old boy, I never thought of it,” Nick said casually. 

“Strange,” Lin said, stroking his beard once more, “the other 
American whom we were forced to execute had a tattoo, right here on 
his arm.” 

With die lithe speed of a cat, the Chinese general caught Nick’s 
wrist with one hand and slid up the sleeve of McAffery’s uniform with 
the other. The telltale AXE tattoo stood out on the flesh of Nick’s arm 
like a death-warrant number. 

Nick snapped his free hand around in a short, vicious hook that 
caught General Lin high on the cheek and dropped him stunned to the 
carpet. Papadorus screamed for the guards. 

There was no exit for Nick. Before he had moved half a dozen 
quick steps, the two big men outside the door came inside holding 
their machine guns leveled at his midriff. 

“No, no, don’t shoot!” the billionaire screamed at his guards. 
“Don’t shoot him now. We're in port. Do you think I want police all 
over the ship tonight, of all nights?” 

General Lin Te-peng rose slowly to his feet, rubbing at the shiny 
bruise that was growing on his cheek. 

“What are we to do, General Lin?” Papadorus quavered. “We can’t 
shoot him here. Oh, I wish Gorgas were here. He’d know what to do.” 

“Take him with you to your villa,” Lin replied, his face betraying 
no emotion whatever as he stared at Nick. 

“But the Princess is giving a party before the theater. There will be 
guests on the premises.” 

“Obviously we can not leave him here,” General Lin said 
scornfully. “If we kill him now he will be an inconvenience if we are 
inspected by customs before sailing. Also, I cannot interrogate him 
here.” 

The general took out a tiny cigar and clipped off the end with 
equally tiny gold scissors. Then he lit the cigar and stared directly at 
Nick with obsidian eyes. 


“First, I shall have to see that the proper authorities in the 
government are informed of Brother Gorgas’s treasonous plans. After 
that is arranged I am looking forward to a lengthy conversation with 
my colleague from AXE.” 


CHAPTER 11 


THE DRUG was wearing off quickly. His head felt like an overripe 
pumpkin. His hands and feet were tied and there was a dirty rag tied 
around his mouth. That was as much as he could be sure of. From the 
light that filtered through the cracks of the old wooden door, he got 
the idea that he was in a combination wine cellar and food-storage 
room. He could remember being held down by several of the big 
crewmen while someone, nervous and none too accurate, jabbed him 
with a hypodermic needle. It could have been worse, Nick thought 
wryly. He was damn lucky they hadn’t jabbed him with a stiletto after 
all the trouble he had caused them. 

The look on General Lin’s face had been worth remembering. 
There was one Chinese who hated to lose. The thought that he was 
scheduled for a return bout with Lin sobered him. As Chinese 
spymaster for Western Europe, Lin would know all the painfully 
effective measures necessary for getting information out of a victim 
quickly. With a victim whom he disliked as much as Nick, it was 
doubtful that he would use any of the more subtle ones. 

A glance around the room now that his eyes had gotten used to the 
dark left Nick feeling optimistic. He could see light between the earth 
and the walls. There were bottles in the room. It shouldn’t be too hard 
to wriggle over and break one of the wine bottles, work on the ropes 
and break out. He’d take off quickly, find Shorty, then together they 
would... 

The pleasant mental labor of deciding how he was going to sew up 
the Golden Island operation in one quick night’s work was interrupted 
by a shaft of light falling on him as the door opened and closed again. 
Electra came in, followed by Papadorus in evening clothes, who 
fumbled in the dark until he found the light cord. 

“So this is what you’ve brought me,” Electra said, looking at Nick. 
“If those fools I sent three days ago hadn’t bungled so fantastically, he 
would have been dead long before he set eyes on Baos. Why wasn’t I 
born a man?” 

Her cold white beauty was enhanced by the weak light of the 
single bulb. She was dressed for an evening at the theater and, gazing 
at the expanse of full white bosom exposed by the low-cut gown, Nick 
wondered how anyone could be so beautiful and so cold-blooded. 
“You look especially lovely tonight, Princess,” Nick muttered through 
his gag. 

“So this is the man who destroyed four years’ work single-handedly 
in less than a week.” Her full, sensuous lip curled slightly as she 


addressed Papadorus. “You don’t intend to leave him here, do you?” 

“Well, with all the guests,” Papadorus muttered, “we have to keep 
him out of sight. And we aren’t to kill him because Lin wants to 
interrogate him.” 

“Just how long,” Electra said, sneeringly, “do you and your 
Oriental friend Lin think you are going to hold a man like that in a 
cracker box like this? I know you lost your money, Papadorus, but 
sometimes I do wonder how you ever made it.” 

“Perhaps it would befit you not to make fun of General Lin, 
Princess,” Papadorus said, recovering a bit of his dignity. “From now 
on we are going, to be very dependent upon his good will.” 

“Perhaps, perhaps, perhaps,” Electra said, shrugging. “Perhaps you 
will and I won’t. In the meantime, if you leave this fellow here, who is 
not one of Gorgas’s armed bandits, I guarantee he will be out and 
cutting our throats within three hours.” 

“Where should we put him?” 

“The Temple of Poseidon. It’s the only possible place with this mob 
running around the villa. Put him in the pool; that’s what they used to 
use it for, isn’t it? No one will be able to hear him shout from there.” 

“But if he drowns before General Lin returns, Princess?” Papadorus 
objected. 

“That will be unfortunate, but unavoidable. I’m much more 
concerned,” Princess Electra said, “that the big octopus that you used 
to keep there may still be around, although I haven’t seen him for 
some time now.” The woman had the effrontery to wink at Nick. 

“T hadn’t thought of that,” Papadorus said. “General Lin will be 
furious if the man dies before he can interrogate him.” 

“Tf all goes well, perhaps we will not need General Lin as much as 
you thought. I for one have no desire to spend the next few years in 
any place as dreary as Albania. When we leave tonight we are going 
to take a few of our friends with us. They will provide us safe passage, 
then we shall sell them back to their families for enough money to 
enable us to live somewhere where they have a small but interesting 
social season. South America, I had thought.” 

“My dear Princess,” Papadorus said, bowing, “you are indisputably 
a genius. But tell me, please, how you intend to lure the cream of 
Athens society aboard the Maid of Athens and keep them there until 
we are out of Greek waters?” 

“In the following manner: At tonight’s performance of Oedipus, 
which is in the old theater, as you know, we will all be high in the 
hills and far from any police. I have taken the trouble to infiltrate 
some of the mercenary soldiers among the refugee actors. They will 
open fire on the crowd to show that we are serious. Then we shall 
pick out the richest of them and transport them in trucks from the 


theater in the hills to the Maid of Athens. The others will be stranded 
in the hills on foot and some three hours’ walk from the nearest town. 
Since I will appear to be among the victims, the others will think it is 
the work of Gorgas. They will never think to look aboard the Maid of 
Athens anyway. I will join you in the early-morning hours and we will 
leave Greece forever. Perhaps we could even start another Golden 
Islands and get rich from the Chinese.” 

“Excellent, Princess, you always think of everything.” 

Nick had to agree. Princess Electra was a formidable opponent. If 
she hadn’t spotted the weakness of the wine cellar almost as fast as 
Nick had, he would have been out of there almost as soon as 
Papadorus turned his back. He wondered if she had been kidding 
about that octopus. 

“You will have to handle transferring the American agent,” Electra 
said to Papadorus. “I will send you Michael and Alexos to help you. 
Do me the favor of not bungling it. I would oversee the job myself, but 
my guests will be wondering where I am. Be sure to hit him hard 
before you move him. If he gets loose, he will gobble up those two in 
one bite. If you take him out this door, none of the guests will see 
you.” 

She turned abruptly and walked gracefully to the door. “Au revoir, 
Professor Harding,” she said over her shoulder, and flashed her 
dazzling smile and went out. For a moment Nick heard the sounds of 
dance music and much laughter and then the door closed. 

Papadorus stood stiffly, as far away as possible from Nick, 
watching him with a wary eye. Nick was lost in his admiration for 
Princess Electra. What a peach of an AXE agent she would have made. 
Perhaps too inclined to solve all her little problems by murdering 
someone convenient, but otherwise fine agent material. 

Inside of five minutes the door opened again and two burly young 
men entered. Papadorus looked at them nervously. 

“Do you know what to do? The pool where we keep the crabs for 
the table...” 

“Yes, sir,” the smaller of the two answered. “The Princess spoke to 
us a moment ago. We have our instructions, sir.” 

“Then please carry them out as quickly as possible. This man is 
extremely dangerous and he makes me very nervous.” 

“Don’t worry about that, sir,” the spokesman replied. “He isn’t 
going to make any more trouble for anyone any more. Are you, 
brother?” he said, addressing Nick. Nick shrugged. The little man 
stepped forward with a length of pipe in his hand and smashed Nick 
across the back of the head with it. A red concussion went off in 
Nick’s brain and blackness came swiftly. 

Water brought him around. Lots of water. He was in it up to his 


chin. He gasped and choked. The pool was under the roofless rains of 
the old temple. 

“Comin’ around, he is,” one of the men said. Nick was naked in a 
pool, a hollowed-out cleft in the rocks along the coastline, and the 
waves were lapping fretfully at the rocks at the level of his chin. 
Papadorus’s two men were stripped naked themselves, lashing his 
hands behind him to a stone column that rose out of the middle of the 
pool. 

“He can scream to Olympus, sir, and nobody won’t hear him, sir,” 
one of the men said to Papadorus who was watching from the bank. 
“And he won’t get free of those ropes in a hundred years, sir.” 

“Very good,” Papadoras said, “very good, indeed.” 

The men splashed out of the water, dressed, and then picked their 
way through the broken columns that surrounded the pool. Nick 
caught a fragment of Papadorus’s last phrase to the men, something 
about “... bring only the Chinese gentleman....” 

He was left alone among the black rocks silhouetted gainst the 
sunset. The sun was almost all the way down bow. The temperature 
was dropping rapidly. His bare feet were stinging painfully where they 
rested on the shells of generations of crabs and shellfish that had 
graced the tables of the owners of the villa. 

Already the denizens of the pool, the small octopi, the crabs, were 
making their first nervous explorations of his body, questing 
tentatively along the strange new flesh inserted into their familiar 
little world. Strange limbs caressed him, odd jaws took tiny nips from 
his flesh. Nick stared down through the clear waters of the tidal pool 
at the strange little creatures that found him such an alien companion. 
Small octopi wriggled suspiciously about him with extended and 
exploratory feelers; ugly, ungainly crabs menaced him with heavy 
claws. Nick had to give Electra full credit. Many a man would have 
been softened up by a few hours exposure to this natural aquarium 
and be babbling with eagerness to talk by the time someone came to 
fish him out. But Nick was not one of them. Ugly as the crabs were, he 
knew they could not inflict serious damage. 

But he saw something that did worry him. Perhaps Electra didn’t 
realize the implications herself. The formation of the rocks and the 
long channel that led down to the sea was not equal in elevation to 
the rest of the coast. When the tide came in, the result would be an 
inequality known as tidal bore, which meant that rather than 
gradually rising, it would come in a high, solid wall of water, all at 
once. Which meant that if Nick were still there when the tide came in 
and reached a certain level, he would be drowned quickly instead of 
slowly. It meant that he might not have as much time as even Electra 
thought he might. The Chinese general might find nothing but a 


corpse when he came back to interrogate Nick. 

Methodically, Nick began to work on the ropes that held his hands 
behind him. It was a disheartening struggle. The pillar to which they 
had tied him had been smoothed by decades of tidal action, perhaps 
centuries. It gave no edge for Nick to work the ropes against. 
Desperately he searched the bottom of the pool with his feet Perhaps 
he would find a sharp rock, a piece of shell, anything. His toe found a 
sharp edge. With infinite care he shoved it around behind the column 
to which he was tied. When he had the sharp-edged stone as close as 
possible to the base of the pillar, he took a full breath and lowered 
himself underwater. His back rasped painfully along the pole, but at 
last he was squatting against the column and his hands were groping 
among the litter of shells for the stone. He had to come up for air and 
go down again before he could work it into his fingers, but at last he 
had it secure in his hands and could begin the long job of working it 
against the strands of the ropes that held him. Now all he needed was 
a little time. Perhaps a lot of time before the tide came in. 

The silence in the pool was ominous. He could only hear the waves 
lapping against the rocks. Then he saw the reason for the sudden 
silence; a huge old octopus gliding toward him, white and rubbery 
beneath the black water of the old pool. It took all of Nick’s self- 
control to fight down his rising revulsion as he stared at the two dull 
eyes of the monster. Even allowing for the magnification of water, it 
looked huge. A veritable Killmaster of an octopus, Nick thought, 
forcing a grin. 

He froze against the pole, his hands halting their work on the ropes 
in the hope that it might swim on by. For a long moment he waited. 
Then he saw that it was a false hope. Slowly, tentatively, the long 
tentacles reached out and explored Nick’s body. Then they fastened 
themselves with growing confidence to it as he offered no resistance. 
There was nothing he could do. The sickening arms twined themselves 
about his body in an obscene travesty of an embrace. For just a 
moment he almost wished that the tide would come suddenly in and 
put a quick end to the horror of being torn to pieces by the monster. 

The great bulbous head was under water, just inches away from 
Nick’s face, its inhuman, malevolent gaze seeming to meet his in the 
growing darkness. Then the long beak probed tentatively at the flesh 
of Nick’s chest 

The arms lashed around him “began to exert pressure, the suction 
cups boring like dozens of drills everywhere they touched him. Once 
again, as the creature’s pecks became more confident, Nick was half 
tempted to drive his head underwater and take a deep breath. Better 
to drown quickly than to be half suffocated, half torn to death. But 
better yet to five, he told himself. If only he had any kind of weapon. 


A thousand bits of odd information flashed through his mind. One 
stuck there. He had been working in French Oceania in the South 
Pacific with an old man. The old man had related a story of having 
been caught by a devil fish. He had allowed himself to be pulled in by 
the tentacles, then he had bitten the creature in the brain. Nick had no 
time to be sickened by the thought. The creature was squeezing the 
life out of him, its bites were becoming bolder. Summoning all of his 
will power, Nick drove his face into the water straight at the hideous 
staring eyes. But he was only a man, the feeblest of nature’s creatures, 
relying on his weakest weapon, the strength of his jaws. Perhaps Nick 
misjudged the refraction of the water, perhaps the beast moved. He 
had missed. 

The octopus was infuriated. It fired off a cloud of its inky fluid for 
concealment and stared at him, its unfathomable eyes coals of 
implacable hatred. He couldn’t do it again. He couldn’t drive his face 
up into that obscene mass of flesh, it was too much to ask a man to 
attempt such an obscenity twice. But the enraged animal’s blows were 
doing real damage now. Nick had no choice. 

Again, Nick nerved himself and plunged his face into the hideous, 
bulbous head. This time he was on target. His teeth tore out a chunk 
of the rubbery, bland flesh and spat it out. Nick, the wild animal 
fighting on an equal basis with another animal, closed his mind to 
what he was doing and struck again and again, while the maddened 
marine creature attempted to untangle its tentacles and to strike back 
at the same time. The old man in the islands had said something about 
finding the octopus’s nervous system. 

Suddenly, the octopus was free of him and was thrashing violently 
in the water, trying to strike at anything in its vicinity. Then it sank 
limply to the floor of the pool and died. The surface was quiet once 
more. He had struck the brain. 

Nick leaned against the column and took long, deep breaths and 
attempted to blot out the memory of the hideous eyes staring at him 
from inches away. He had held the stone throughout the battle. Once 
again he began the tedious business of sawing away at his ropes. The 
tide was high now. At any moment the water would equalize and 
come spilling down the channel in a powerful solid wave that would 
sweep well over his head and drown him in minutes. 

He could see it now, gathering in the last rays of the setting sun, a 
line of water, silver at the top like the edge of an overflowing glass 
bearing down upon him. He exerted all that was left of his strength 
against the strands of the rope. He felt it part slightly and tried again 
harder. The rope parted a little more but not completely. He gave a 
last desperate tug as the wave rushed up the channel toward him, 
echoing among the rocks. 


Then it was upon him, smashing him with its power and hurling 
his wracked body back against the stone pillar. For a second time the 
world went black, then he was under water up against the column, 
choking for. air and it was too late. And at the same moment he 
realized this, he felt that his hands were free now, that the force of the 
wave had exerted more strain against the ropes than even Nick’s 
powerful shoulders could ever hope to. Tossed by the eddying 
currents, Nick swam toward the edge of the rocks. In a moment his 
tired. body was thrusting against their sharp surfaces and a moment 
after that his tired muscles pulled him up out of the water to lie there 
on a flat rock, dripping and exhausted. 

His desire was to sleep, to let life stream at its own pace into his 
battered body. But a cold wind from the ocean kept him from drifting 
off into the sleep he desired so much. His brain was forced to work in 
spite of its wishes. 

There was more to do. If he stopped now, Electra and Papadorus 
and General Lin would get away with all the important records they 
needed to begin Golden Islands Promotions or its equivalent spy setup 
somewhere else. All his work would have gone for nothing. And 
Gorgas had Xenia now. He had almost forgotten. That was another 
account he had to settle. 

Slowly, the big American raised his head and drew in deep 
lungfuls of the sea air. His eyes, bloodshot from the salt water, stared 
owlishly around, taking in the lay of the land. 

He would have to go back to the villa, into the enemy camp, naked 
and unarmed. He needed clothes, an automobile, a weapon, if he were 
going to prevent Princess Electra from carrying out her plan to take 
hostages. And he was short of time. Once Electra had kidnapped her 
hostages from the theater party in the ancient outdoor theater, she 
would be safe. It would be too late to try to stop her getting away. 


CHAPTER 12 


THE CAR was a delight to drive. It was a Rolls Silver Cloud and 
Nick was going into battle in style. It hugged the curves of the dark 
mountain road faithfully as Nick whipped it skillfully through the 
dangerous S-bends at the maximum speed and managed to keep 
himself on the road and out of the dark valleys beneath. Roadside 
signs pointed the way to the Theater of Sophocles, a prime tourist 
attraction in those remote mountains. 

Nick wasn’t sure whom the Rolls belonged to. He hadn’t had time 
to ask. He had found his clothes, or more precisely, the late Captain 
McAffery’s clothes exactly where he’d guessed they’d bein the wine 
cellar. Slipping around front to where the cars of Electra’s guests were 
parked, and stealing one, had been simplicity itself for such a 
hardened old auto rustler as Nick. It would not be missed until the 
buses brought Electra’s guests back from the mountain theater. And of 
course those buses were not scheduled to return. And if the police 
were alerted, so much the better, although Nick had not had the time 
or inclination to bring his story to some country constable to be 
laughed at. Time was too short right now. 

A sign indicated that the ancient theater was a couple of 
kilometers ahead. At the first opportunity, Nick pulled the Rolls as far 
off the road as possible and parked in the shadows of some stunted 
olive trees. Electra had been careful to see that there were no vehicles 
available except the buses which brought her guests to the ancient 
outdoor theater. The arrival of another vehicle would serve to alert. 
Electra and her thugs. 

Nick completed the rest of the journey on foot. His one big 
remaining problem was the fact that he was without a weapon. But he 
was certain that Electra’s men would be armed. If he couldn’t use his 
advantage of surprise out here on this dark mountainside to relieve 
one of Electra’s boys of his weapons, Nick was losing his touch. 
Cursing inwardly at every wasted moment, he began a careful, 
roundabout approach to the mountainside theater. A half-hour of 
tiresome climbing and skirting sudden chasms of blackness brought 
Nick out on the mountainside above the theater. Below him, he could 
see the audience, sitting entranced on the ancient stone seats carved 
into the hillside, their attention fixed on the robed figures that roamed 
the center of the stone stage. Below them the Gulf of Corinth rippled 
in the starlight. Even high above the seats the acoustics were so good 
that Nick could clearly hear every syllable of the old verse that the 
actors spoke. 


But he wasn’t AXE’s drama critic. He didn’t listen to the actors. 
Instead his eyes scanned the hillside above the audience. At first he 
saw nothing out of the ordinary but as he searched the mountainside, 
behind the stones and stunted trees he caught sight of what he had 
been sure would be there. Electra had men posted above and around 
the audience. None of the audience would get away if Electra didn’t 
want them to. But the main action wouldn’t come from these men in 
the hills, Nick decided. She had mentioned infiltrating the actors 
themselves. That would make more sense. If she wanted to be able to 
pick out her victims quickly and accurately, it would have to be done 
from the stage. 

Quietly, Nick moved back down the hillside toward the scaena, the 
low building at the rear of the stage where the actors dressed and 
waited for their cues. It was open, Nick realized, as he approached it. 
They had made the mistake of assuming that no one but the actors 
would want to get backstage. With refugee players and a society 
audience there would be no problem with stage-door Johnnies. So 
they hadn’t posted a guard there. Somehow he had to get inside the 
building and find out exactly how Princess Electra planned to take her 
hostages. For, once she had them, she would be immune from attack. 

In the shadows by the door a cigarette gleamed. One of the robed 
actors was taking a break. Stealthily as fate itself, Nick moved toward 
the smoking actor. He didn’t know whether he was one of Princess 
Electra’s infiltrated thugs or not. Nick only knew that he needed 
something to let him pass unnoticed in the crowd until he got his 
bearings. And now he reckoned, he’d found it. 

The actor never knew what hit him. Nick’s punch lashed out of the 
dark and sent him to sleep without a sound. Nick caught him as he 
fell. Hurriedly, Nick dragged him away from the building and 
deposited him in a grove some distance away. He tore the late Captain 
McAffery’s shirt into bindings for the actor’s arms and legs and made a 
gag. Then Nick donned robe and mask and hurried through the dark 
back to the scaena. He would have to play it by ear from here on in. 
He hoped to hell that he hadn’t scragged one of the stars whose 
absence would be noted immediately. If so he would have to just start 
raising hell and hope for the best. 

But his luck was good. He didn’t think that an important actor 
would be out in the dark, smoking a cigarette, and he was right. The 
man he had hit was a member of the chorus. Nick had only to lounge 
with the rest of the chorus in the wings until their cue came up. In the 
meantime he was able to size up the situation. He could see Princess 
Electra down in front. Right at the edge of the audience where she 
could vanish swiftly when trouble started. 

The chorus was called. Nick faltered. He had no idea of the part. 


But there was no choice but to go on with the rest. He knew that since 
they had no individual lines to say he wouldn’t be giving himself away 
that way. He joined in, faking their speeches and making their 
gestures just a _half-beat behind. The performance was _ so 
unprofessional that no one noticed Nick’s shortcomings as an actor. 
His eyes glinted with humor through the slits of his mask as he stared 
directly at Princess Electra. She sat by herself, reposed and beautiful, 
her attention on the play without the faintest idea that the man she 
had left to be drowned in her fish pool was still tracking her. Nick 
continued to act, and presently the chorus went off. 

Hut instead of breaking up to smoke or relax they followed the 
first man down a dark corridor to a small locked room. When they 
were all inside, the leader closed the door and switched on a light. 
Without saying a word he opened two big wooden cases and took out 
a pair of submachine guns and gave them to the two men nearest Mm. 
Still no one spoke as the chorus armed themselves. Hands reached out 
from under robes and took the weapons. The only sound was the noise 
of breathing in the little room. Then, with the weapons concealed 
under their robes, they all left the room and filed back toward the 
stage. Nick followed the rest, his submachine gun under his robe like 
everybody else. 

Silently, the masked and robed men waited. Suddenly an 
earsplitting shriek shattered the night. It came from the stage and it 
indicated the end of the play. The chorus would file out, deliver their 
last speech and then swing into action. At least, that’s the way it 
looked to Nick. Quickly, he considered his options. From the wings, he 
saw Princess Electra rising from her seat. Smart girl, getting out of the 
line of fire. Nick’s position was good. He could just hold back a 
moment when the chorus went out and cut them down from behind. 
The only trouble with that idea was that the audience was in his field 
of fire. 

Then they received their cue to go on. The chorus was filing out. 
Nick made his decision quickly. He hoped none of these jokers were 
too quick on the draw. At least some of them would have as much as 
three seconds to get him once he hurled himself into action. Then they 
were on stage reciting the last lines of the play: “... call no mortal 
happy until you have beheld that final day when, having passed the 
bourne of life, he is beyond the reach of pain.” 

The words were spoken in chorus. The stage was set. Nick could 
see the hands of the chorus sliding beneath their robes. They would be 
releasing the safeties on their machine guns, preparing for a worse 
blood bath than ever the old tragedians had envisioned. Suddenly 
lights went on and the members of the audience in the nearer seats 
were bathed in light. The machine guns were coming out from under 


the robes now, drawing startled gasps from the spectators. Nick 
waited no longer. Whipping his own weapon up from beneath his 
entangling robes, he dived into the first row of seats. He spun around 
in the air and tossed off his mask for better vision. 

A high wail of surprise and frustration came from Electra. Always 
quick, that one, Nick thought. 

“The American! A fortune to the man who kills the American,” her 
cry echoed among the stones of the amphitheater. 

Nick aimed his weapon at the men who had their guns free. He 
squeezed the trigger and fired down the row. The hooded figures 
began to topple to the stones of the stage. Others swung around trying 
to find Nick in the audience. 

Nick worked swiftly, his hand tight on the trigger as he swerved 
the flaming muzzle of his weapon around the stage. Some of the 
armed men were breaking for cover behind the doors of the scaena. 
Nick caught one of them in his sights just before he found the safety of 
the door. The man stood stock still, his back arched as Nick’s gun 
stitched a pattern of death across it, then he staggered back and down. 
Nick swung around. One of them was smart. He had dropped flat on 
the floor. Instead of running he was attempting to locate the source of 
Nick’s fire. As Nick turned, he found himself staring straight down the 
wide muzzle. It was a matter of reflexes. Nick’s were a split second 
better than the other man’s. Or perhaps he had the light. It didn’t 
matter why. Nick lived and the gunman didn’t. The machine gun fell 
out of the man’s hand a fraction of a second after Nick lost him in the 
exploding flame of his own weapon. 

Shrieks and cries filled the air as the audience panicked and 
attempted to overflow the sides of the theater, crawling over each 
other and trampling the weak in their anxiety to be clear of the lethal 
pandemonium and flying Indicts of the amphitheater. Nick checked 
the stage. There was no movement, only a scattering of bodiestheir 
robes doing duty now as shrouds. He turned his attention back to the 
crowd. The men on the hills were adding to the confusion by winging 
stray rifle shots into the scrambling people, driving them back upon 
each other, but otherwise doing little harm. 

Then he saw Electra in her white gown making her way tip the 
mountain to the protection of her waiting riflemen. Nick jumped up to 
the stage and called her name. The remarkable acoustics wrought by 
the ancient engineers were as effective today as they had been in the 
time of Pericles. Better than a quarter of a mile away, Electra turned 
and stopped. 

“Princess,” he called. ‘?’ll make a deal. Don’t make mo waste time 
chasing you.” 

He saw the white figure wave from the mountainside. Well, he 


couldn’t blame her for not wanting to return to the amphitheater. The 
mob would tear her to pieces. The deal that he was ready to offer was 
harsh but better than nothing. Nick was willing to let her go in order 
to get the others, to smash the Golden Island spy apparatus so that it 
could never function again, anywhere. 

So he followed her. Proceed with caution, Carter. Of the female 
species, this is one of the deadliest. Princess Electra’s men had stopped 
firing into the crowd. Panic was replaced by outrage. Substantial 
citizens demanded to know what was going on. Nick could not wait 
around to satisfy their curiosity. He was moving fast up the rocky 
slope, keeping Princess Electra’s gown in sight. The trail led up and 
around the mountain out onto a plateau that overlooked the Gulf of 
Corinth. 

Electra stood in the shadows where the plateau narrowed against 
the face of the rock. In her hand was an efficient-looking .38 revolver 
and it pointed straight at Nick. 

“Tell me about your deal, American,” she said, keeping the 
revolver pointed at him. It was a standoff. 

“Simply this,” Nick said shortly. “I’ll make no move to stop your 
escaping if you tell me where Gorgas has hidden the girl Xenia. I 
know since General Lin informed on him he’ll be in hiding. Where’s 
his hiding place? Where will he run when the chips are down?” 

“Can I leave on the Maid of Athens?” 

“You can,, but I wouldn’t,” Nick said. ‘Tm going to see that the 
Maid doesn’t sail. Or if it does that it doesn’t go far.” 

“So I’m to just start running. Without taking anything With me.” 

“Just the clothes, you’re wearing. That’s the deal. I’m being 
generous. I shouldn’t let you go. You killed an American agent.” 

“T didn’t,” she said. “McAffery did.” 

“Tt amounts to the same thing,” Nick said. “Make up your mind, 
I’m in a hurry.” 

“Have you forgotten our night by the pool so quickly?” 

“No,” Nick said, “I haven’t. Perhaps that’s why I’m letting you go. 
Don’t bank on it though.” 

She looked up at him with wide eyes. 

“That’s no deal,” she said. “I’m offering you a better one.” 

She dropped the gun. It fell with a clink to the stones. That was 
supposed to make Nick relax, he guessed. 

“Yes, a better deal. More nights by the pool. Many of them. And 
power, American. There’s still time. I have thought of a way.” 

“Tll bet you have,” Nick said. 

“We could do it together. We are much alike.” 

“There are differences, though,” Nick said. He had never seen her 
looking so beautiful. The starlight helped. Shadows do a lot for any 


woman. She reached behind her and unhooked her gown and stepped 
out of it in one easy motion. She was naked in front of him. The light 
was dim but Nick didn’t need much light to be conscious of the superb 
young body, long-legged and white in the night. She stood gracefully 
and a smile played around her lips. 

“Think twice before you reject my offer, American. I do not offer 
myself to every man. Come touch me.. Feel how soft I am. Are you 
afraid? In a moment you could know how alive I am. We could make 
love now, here on these rocks. It would be a time you would never 
forget” 

I'll be damned, Nick thought. 

“This is all very dramatic,” he said. He looked at his watch. “I 
don’t have much time though. I’ll give you ten seconds to tell me 
where Gorgas goes when he’s in trouble.” 

“You are worried about the port harlot Xenia?” 

“Among other things,” Nick said. 

“You are offered an empire and you worry about the life of a 
common whore.” She took one of his hands in hers and placed it on 
herself. With her other hand she drew him to her until she was 
leaning back against the rock of the cliff. Her perfume floated up, 
intoxicating him, the heat of her body communicated itself to his. Pll 
be damned, Nick thought again. I really will. The feeling of her soft, 
active flesh against the hard rock was exotic. Nick felt himself 
inclining toward her. 

He heard the faint scrape of a boot on rock. He had been listening 
hard for it. He spun away from her questing hands. The man came out 
of the shadows in a rush a few feet away. Nick tried to get his gun up 
but Electra’s hands knocked it down. Nick saw the gleam of the knife 
and braced himself. Electra’s hands clawed at him. He struck her 
sharply, backhand, and had barely enough time to get his hands up as 
the man rushed in. Nick caught the man’s wrist as he came and hurled 
his body into the man’s stomach, smashing him back up against the 
cliff. Nick heard a second man coming up. 

It was a confining place to fight with the cliff straight up on one 
side and a drop of hundreds of feet straight down on the other. Nick 
had been forced to drop the submachine gun. While he wrestled with 
the knifeman, Electra made a dive for it. Nick’s foot lashed out and 
tossed her backwards. She gave a little scream as she hit the ground. 
The second man was almost upon them. Nick checked over his 
shoulder. That one had a knife, too. 

Nick drove his fist into the belly of his assailant and Spun to meet 
the second one. The knife came sweeping down in an overhand blow 
right at Nick’s heart, with all the man’s weight behind it. Nick dodged 
scrambling for his footing on the loose shale and caught himself 


before he slipped over the edge. Regaining his balance, he leaped 
forward and broke the arm of the second man with a karate chop. 

Electra stood against the wall of the cliff, her face dirty and 
bruised, no longer looking so glamorous. She kept screaming, “Kill 
him, kill him,” over and over again at the strange gladiatorial show 
taking place on the ledge. 

Nick took the man whose arm he had broken and swung him by 
the broken arm at the first man who now was coming in at his back. 
The victim’s scream was earsplitting, then broke off as the two 
knifemen crashed together with a thud. One of the men bounced back 
and lost his footing. He teetered a moment on the ledge and lost his 
balance. 

He screamed for help, his eyes imploring. It was too late to help 
him even if Nick had wanted to. All stared at him while he went over, 
his arms waving, out of their sight and far down into the valley below. 

Nick turned to see what the remaining pair were up to now. At 
Electra’s urging the man Nick had punched into quietness was coming 
at him with the knife, holding it low so that the bright blade pointed 
like an arrow at Nick’s guts. Nick feinted a lunge for. the knife and 
drifted aside like a ghost as the knife struck viciously toward his 
intestines. Then he brought his arm down hard on the knifeman’s 
wrist and his other hand slashed down like a falling axe blade on the 
man’s neck. The man stiffened as the shock ran through him. He 
became paralyzed and the knife dropped from his hand. Nick’s hand 
flicked out, caught it and with one quick accurate motion, shoved it 
up into the man’s heart. 

Nick’s mind and reflexes were functioning now with the 
superhuman speed of a man on a Benzedrine jag. Before the man hit 
the ground Nick had whirled to see what Electra was up to. She had 
picked up Nick’s machine gun and her pale set face was picking its 
target. The gun muzzle was coming up. He was too far away to reach 
her, she had only to point the barrel at him and squeeze the trigger 
and it was all over. She didn’t quite make it. 

Nick pulled the knife out of the dead man’s heart with n movement 
of his hand too fast for the eye to follow and flipped it from his 
shoulder. It was the kind of toss you make at top speed without 
thinking. The kind of shot that Is always either terribly wide or 
unerringly accurate. The heavy knife caught the Princess in the throat 
and went Into her windpipe up to the hilt. 

Nick thought she was still going to find the strength to squeeze 
that trigger. He waited to hear the harsh chattering of the gun that 
would leave him as lifeless as the rest of them. It never came. Electra’s 
lovely eyes widened in astonishment as she stared at him. Blood oozed 
from the corner of her sensuous, full mouth, which worked 


spasmodically as if she were trying to talk. 

The machine gun dropped from her slender hands and she 
staggered sideways a couple of Steps before finding her balance. She 
didn’t have much room. 

Nick saw the lovely, nude body slide sideways over the ledge as 
gracefully as a diver going off a high board. 


CHAPTER 13 


THE HEADLIGHTS of the Rolls made twin probes of fight in the 
darkness of the mountains. Nick, still in the robe and sandals of the 
Oedipus chorus, heavy-footed the big car down the steep grades with 
high disregard for the Rolls’s paint and his own life. His watch told 
him he could get to Athens with only an hour to spare before dawnif 
he were lucky. 

He hoped Shorty, the fat Interpol man from Cyprus, would be in 
his appointed place. Nick would have a lot to do and needed his help. 
His face was a stern warrior’s mask as he juggled thoughts and raced 
the heavy touring car toward Athens. 

Xenia. Her name kept inserting itself in the middle of more 
important thoughts on how he could possibly stop the Maid of Athens 
from sailing out of Piraeus to freedom. The girl might have to be 
written off. It was not a pleasant thought. He kept putting it aside only 
to have it return to his mind. Strategic considerations always came 
ahead of personalitiesthat was a cardinal rule of the service. The 
greater good was the way they put it in Washington. Problem: weigh 
the value of one waterfront chippie against the complete destruction 
of the most efficient Chinese espionage system ever devised. 

Those troublesome thoughts were interrupted by flares on the 
road. A roadblock. It was at the end of the first good straightaway that 
Nick had come to. He hit the brakes hard to keep the Rolls from flying 
into the wooden barriers at well over a hundred kilometers an hour. 
The tires screamed in protest as he came to a halt. Nick kicked his 
machine gun under the seat as the uniformed patrolmen stalked 
toward the car. The men were carrying rifles and one of them cradled 
a tommy gun. Uniformed military police, Nick noted, as they drew up 
closer. Lights flashed in his eyes. 

“Sorry sir,” one of the military cops said, as they came up, “we 
have orders to stop all traffic in and out of Athens. A lot of trouble 
with the Sons tonight.” 

It began to look as if General Lin had carried out his double-cross 
threat and alerted the government. 

“Well, well. What have we here?” the soldier said playing his light 
over Nick. His tone of respect had changed to jocose familiarity as he 
realized that he was not dealing with a speeding industrialist but from 
the look of him, a particularly deranged madman. 

“Another Leonidas rushing to save us from the Persians, I’ll wager. 
What’s your hurry, friend?” 

“IT am an actor. There is an emergency at home,” Nick Raid, 


looking the dark-eyed cop straight in the eye. “Normally, I do not go 
about in public dressed in a tablecloth,” he joked, hoping to look 
candid and trustworthy. The shrewd-eyed cop appraised him 
thoughtfully for a moment and flicked his flashlight beam around the 
car. 

“Be good enough to show me the insurance papers, please,” the 
cop said. Nick’s heart sank. Perhaps they were in the glove 
compartment. Nick reached over and opened the little door and 
withdrew the papers. His heart fell still further. The only papers in his 
hand were the chauffeur’s record of gas and oil mileage. 

“Of course,” Nick said. “In my billfold. I left my clothes at the 
home of my friend Papadorus. As a matter of fact,” he added in a 
burst of specious frankness, “this is really the automobile of 
Papadorus.” 

“Hah, men, did you hear that?” The cop laughed over his shoulder. 
“He says he’s a friend of old Papadorus. On your way to see your other 
pals, Niarchos and Onassis, I suppose.” The cop sagged away from the 
car convulsed with his own laughter. That way he missed a warning in 
the involuntary tightening of the muscles of Nick’s jaw. To have his 
Whole mission jeopardized by a trivial incident like this ... 

“Tm afraid you'll have to pull over to the side of the road for 
awhile, sir,” the military cop said when he had recovered from the 
effects of his own wit. “T’ll have to call the station and have them 
make some calls.” 

“Sure,” Nick said. He dropped the car into gear and stamped on 
the gas. The big Rolls took off like a runaway rocket. Nick braced 
himself for the crash. He was banking on the fact that Athenian cops, 
unlike American cops, were not familiar with the sort of expert 
criminal driver who would drive through anything lacking the mass of 
a brick wall. The roadblock jumped into his lights. It was a simple 
sawhorse. The Rolls split it to kindling and kept on accelerating. He 
heard rifle shots behind him. None of them hit the speeding car. 
Thank God Athens never had had Prohibition. Nick grinned as the car 
sped on down the road. They were probably chasing him, he figured, 
but they didn’t stand a chance of catching him. Not with his lead and 
the Silver Cloud under him. 

He made the suburbs of Athens without running into any more 
roadblocks but there was a steady stream of military traffic coming 
and going all along the past few miles. He took a roundabout way 
through the suburbs, just in case the highway patrol had gotten a call 
through to Athens. He wasn’t too worried. If there was a mass 
roundup of the Sons going on, things would be too confused to form 
an effective dragnet for a stolen car. 

He cruised up through Constitution Square and blinked his lights 


at the familiar fat figure in the cab. A moment later Nick was out of 
the parked Rolls and inside the cab. 

“Lucky thing you’re here, Shorty,” Nick said. “I can use you.” 

“Nothing lucky about it at all. All hell’s breaking loose around this 
town tonight. There’s fighting in the streets. They’ve been arresting 
Sons by the droves. Someone very high up in the Sons squealed, I 
guess.” 

“That’s not it, but close enough. I’ll tell you later,” Nick said. “Do 
you have any idea where Gorgas might go when things are hot?” 

The fat man shook his head. 

“Wherever it is, if I were Gorgas, I wouldn’t go there tonight. Not 
until I was sure who informed on me.” 

“He’s got Xenia,” Nick said. 

“T know,” Shorty said. “I tried to keep an eye on her but you can’t 
watch that girl all the time and I had other things to do.” 

“Forget it,” Nick said. “I think Gorgas had his eye on her for a long 
time. She didn’t stand a chance.” 

“T haven’t seen her since last night,” Shorty said quietly. “She’s 
probably dead by now, N3.” 

“T know it,” Nick said. He drew on his cigarette and stared through 
the windshield of the cab. “To hell with it. Let’s go get the Maid of 
Athens.” 

They waited long enough for Nick to go to his room and change. 
Then down to Piraeus, the waterfront. Passing the docks, they saw the 
Maid of A thens at anchor with all lights out, They stopped at a U.S. 
Naval shed. Nick identified himself, and the sailor, thanks to the 
captain of the U.S. destroyer Nick had taken explosives from, led them 
right in. A skinny, sandy-haired warrant officer came out of the back 
room buttoning his pants. 

“Don’t y’all know they’d come the minute ah laid mah ear in the 
sack? Howdy fellas. Ah’m Tex Collins,” he said extending his hand. 
“Y’all want ah should fire her up right now or we all got a minute for 
a cupa coffee?” 

Nick told him there was plenty of time within reason. There were 
introductions all around. Tex Collins set to work on a jar of instant 
coffee and a heating ring to boil water. 

“Ah sure am glad to see y’all,” Tex observed, getting the cups. 
“Whole damn fleet up and sailed out o’ the harbor yesterday morning 
and ah been feelin’ like the Lone Ranger without Tonto. Tonight ah 
heard small ahms fahrin’ up toward the city and ah thought, Tex it’s 
Thermopylae all over agin but there’s only one o’ yew.” 

“That hydrofoil of yours got guns on it?” Nick asked abruptly. 

“Guns, hayell,” Tex said jerking his thumb out the door. “This is 
the modern navy. She’s got a damn sight better ‘n guns.” 


Nick went to the door and looked Out. The weapons were under 
heavy tarpaulins but he could tell from their outline what they were. 
He was satisfied. 

“We can’t take the Maid in port, Shorty,” Nick said. 

“Why not?” the fat Cypriot asked. “The sooner the better.” 

“Dammit!” Nick snapped. “Use your head, man. All they’d have to 
do is call the cops and we’re in the clink until after they’ve sailed. 
We'll have to wait until she’s on the high seas.” 

“Aren’t we snippy tonight,” the fat man said with his rumbling 
chuckle. 

“Sorry, Shorty,” Nick said. 

“T understand,” Shorty said. “Forget it.” 

“Y’all got problems?” the Texan inquired. 

“He’s got a girl. She’s involved in the gunfire you heard,” Shorty 
said. 

“Ah, that’s a shame, friend,” Tex said. “Ah sure hope everything 
comes out all right.” 

Neither Shorty nor Nick answered him. 

“Listen, Shorty,” Nick said. “I’ve got an idea.” He turned to Tex. 
“How fast will that hydrofoil go?” 

The Texan’s shoulder blades went up and down in a shrug. 

“Lord, ah dunno, sir. Ah ain’t had her up to full-out yet, because 
frankly ah ain’t that good a boat driver. Ah mean she’s fast, sir. She’s 
fresh from Navy Testing facilities in Chesapeake Bay. Ah know 
downraht well she’s the fastest thing afloat in this part o’ the world.” 

“That’s good enough for me,” Nick said, grinning. 

“Didn’t ah hear you say something about the cops?” the Texan said 
handing out steaming mugs of coffee. ” ‘Cause ah regret to inform you 
gentlemen that ah’m under strict orders not to get involved in 
anything that might be defined as, ah ... extraillegal.” 

“You could always lend us the boat for awhile and in all the 
confusion of the revolution forget where we took it, couldn’t you?” 

“Ah suppose ah could, sir. Though that’s stretchin’ mah orders by 
some. Ah’ll have to think about it.” 

“As long as you’re ready to go when we are,” Nick said. 

“Don’t worry abaht that, sir. It’s shootin’ ah’m worryin’ about.” 

“Listen, Shorty,” Nick said, “I think I know what Gorgas is up to. A 
wild hunch but I’m going to check into it. The Maid’s not supposed to 
sail until the Princess Electra gets back from the hills with her 
hostages. Now I drove down faster than she possibly could, especially 
with a truck full of hostages, and I’m just getting here. That means the 
boat is going to give her a litde more time. With our hydrofoil we can 
give them a good head start nnd still catch them as long as they don’t 
get out of sight. I don’t suppose the hydrofoil is equipped with radar?” 


“No, sir,” the Texan said. 

“Okay,” Nick said. “’m going to play my hunch. If the Maid starts 
to leave port, fire a signal flare. P’ll see it, don’t worry. I can be back 
before she’s out of the harbor.” 

Then he was out the door with Shorty’s “good luck” trailing after 
him. He had one chance to find out where Xenia was or whether she 
was still alive. Several things had cued this idea. First of all, Gorgas 
was obviously insane -but a psychopath who saw reality clearly 
enough and then twisted it to suit his purposes. He said he would 
blow up the Parthenon as a signal for his uprising. But his uprising 
had been canceled by the tip-off and his army arrested or scattered. 
Shorty said if he were Gorgas he wouldn’t use any of his normal 
hideouts until he knew whether the hideouts were safe or until he 
knew who made the squeal. One of the safest places in Athens tonight 
would be the Parthenon, high atop the Acropolis. Who would think to 
look there for a wanted man? It would be like someone trying to take 
over New York and hiding out at the top of the Emprie State Building. 

Nick was willing to bet that Gorgas was diehard enough to carry 
out his threat to blow up the ancient temple. It was the symbol of 
Athens to all the world. And Gorgas was fascinated by symbols. Nick 
had nothing to lose by going up there and looking around. 

Not much, he thought, grimly. If the Maid somehow sailed with all 
the Golden Island’s personnel and systems records and Hawk learned 
that it had escaped because Nick was settling a personal matter . 
Nick didn’t dwell on the thought. It would mean big trouble, bigger 
than he cared to think about 

But Hawk wasn’t out in the field. He didn’t Understand the simple 
rules of humanity that made you break your neck to take care of your 
own. At least that was the way Nick was thinking at the moment. In 
any case, he decided as the hill of the Acropolis came into view that 
he had stuck his neck out too far to turn back. 

He parked Shorty’s cab on the outskirts and approached the hill on 
foot. If his hunch were right it would be insane to try to drive right up 
the road to the Parthenon. Gorgas’s guards would be blocking the 
drive, loyal to the end. It was always that way with a dynamic 
revolutionary leader. Some people always believed blindly. 

The half-light of false dawn brightened the sky as Nick picked his 
way toward the Acropolis. He worked his way around the hill on foot 
until he was approaching it from the edge of the agora, the ancient 
market place of the old city. He was armed only with a knife. There 
had been no time for a pistol and the machine gun would only 
encumber him. Part of the agora was open ground where the buildings 
had been torn down to permit archeological diggings. As long as it 
was dark Nick had no reservations about open ground. In fact it was 


harder for a guard to hide and take you by surprise. 

He moved up the shallow slope to a line of cypresses. There he 
blended with shadows and waited, all his superb senses alert for one 
of the thousand telltale signs of human presence. It would be unlike 
Gorgas to start planting explosives around the Parthenon without 
posting guards. Nick’s eyes scanned the dark for a sign. There weren’t 
that many possible routes up the limestone surface of the hill. If there 
were no guards, it was possible that he was wrong and Gorgas wasn’t 
there either. He waited a while and began a slow advance that took 
him perhaps five yards in as many minutes. With infinite care he 
picked up each foot and felt the earth with his toe before putting it 
clown. If Gorgas were in fact there ready to blow up the ancient 
temple all he would need was a stray rifle shot or a shout from one of 
his guards to set the whole thing off. 

Nick had wasted ten precious minutes at this method of moving 
when he saw the guard, a lighter shadow against the bulk of the rock. 
Nick froze. Jubilation surged through him. He had to be right. Then, 
slowly, very slowly, he lowered himself to the ground. 

It was going to have to be a front stalk, the most difficult method 
of approach, where you were directly in the line of vision of your 
enemy at all times. The man was forty, fifty feet away. Nick moved 
along on his belly with more stealth than a snake. Normally, he would 
have been sure of the outcome. He had excelled at this sport back in 
the AXE training camps. Many times he had caught expert instructors 
by surprise. But now time might betray him. The first rays of sun 
would soon illuminate the old city and then he would be lying 
exposed. A sitting duck. He stooped and took a deep breath. There 
were limits to how fast he could go. Trying to push the knowledge of 
the racing minutes out of his head, Nick moved precisely and carefully 
toward his prey. 

One more minute. Two more minutes. He was there. Now came the 
really hard part. Pray for no leg cramps. He would have to get his feet 
under him without making a sound. He was two long strides away 
from the man. The guard was sitting on a stone, a rifle across his 
knees, unconscious of death lying directly under his eyes. Nick 
breathed with more care than ever before in his whole life it seemed. 

Hope the man doesn’t have his finger on the trigger. Now go! 

Nick’s legs exploded underneath him and carried him in two 
strides to his enemy. The guard heard him, of course, but he didn’t 
have time to shout before Nick plunged his knife into his throat in the 
old commando cut that works from a point just under the ear and 
brings the blade in a half-circle through the windpipe. There was not 
even a choking sound as the man slumped forward, lifeless. 

Nick stood back and wiped the blade of his knife. He thought of 


grabbing the rifle but it would encumber him in the long climb up the 
last two hundred or so feet of limestone. He didn’t want anything 
betraying his presence. 

The first part of the climb wasn’t difficult. It was just steep. Then 
he came to a retaining wall. It was a sheer surface and impossible to 
climb without equipment. He would have to start up the natural rock. 
He had chosen this difficult route deliberately. There were easier ways 
of ascending but they would be guarded. 

Wearily, he placed his hands on the rock and began pulling himself 
up. At first, it was no more difficult than going up a ladder. Then it 
got harder. He found himself hanging onto the edge of the limestone 
unable to move either forward or back. Somehow he found another 
handhold and letting his arms take the strain pulled his heavy body up 
another foot. 

The sun was coming up now. There was light in the east. He was 
getting so tired he was beginning not to care. Even in the cool dawn, 
the sweat was streaming down his face. He paused for a breath and 
was surprised to see the top five feet away. Great, he thought, I’m 
supposed to fight when I get up there? Always supposed to fight, 
Carter, he told himself. The U.S. Government’s only shockproof, wear- 
and-tear-proof fighting machine, complete with perpetual-motion 
brain. 

His eyes peered over the run of the Acropolis. He saw buildings. 
One was a museum. It didn’t make any difference what it was. He 
could use it for cover. He crossed to the museum quietly. From the 
shelter of the museum, his trained eyes immediately noticed the 
plastic explosive efficiently molded to the bases of the great historic 
fifty-foot marble columns that meant so much to mankind. 

To Nick these columns only meant a problem. Now the first rays of 
the morning sun struck the magnificent roofless temple. And at that 
moment he saw Gorgas, blinking in light, as he emerged from within 
the temple. 

Gorgas was moving toward the black box detonator that stood near 
the road. Nick was puzzled. His professional instinct told him 
something was wrong. Why was Gorgas using a detonator if he was 
using plastic explosives? It would go off by itself given time. There 
were a dozen ways of doing it. Then he understood. Gorgas wanted it 
all to go off in one big synchronized, symbolic bang. 

The long black-robed figure was not far from the handle of the 
detonator. Suddenly, Nick began to run. He had covered half the 
distance separating them when Gorgas heard him. The black monk 
stopped in surprise and stared at Nick. Nick kept on sprinting. If 
Gorgas pulled a gun now Nick was finished. He had never felt so 
naked in his life. Why doesn’t the old fool shoot, Nick wondered. At 


that moment a shot kicked up dirt in front of him. Then Gorgas was 
running toward the detonator, his thin red lips panting as he sucked 
for air and his black beard bouncing up and down. He was much 
closer than Nick. 

‘The world became a white blur and the only thing Nick was 
conscious of was the pain in his lungs as he fought to keep his legs 
moving. Then Nick saw that he was winning. They were approaching 
from different angles. It would be a near thing. Twenty yards, ten 
yards, it was only feet now. The bearded man’s mouth worked in a 
soundless scream as both men hurled themselves at the raised handle 
of the detonator. 

Nick hit the ground like a falling house as he threw himself in the 
old man’s path. Then they were rolling over and over each other on 
the hard, dusty ground. The old man was clawing at Nick’s eyes and 
pushing at his body as he attempted to get free and crawl toward the 
handle. 

Someone was calling Nick’s name. No, it wasn’t Nick’s name but it 
was one that he answered to. His eyes peered through the stinging 
sweat and dust, his vision blocked by the hate-filled, pale face of the 
old man. For a moment he saw her. She was tied naked to one of the 
pillars. At her feet were clusters of explosives. Nick had no time to see 
more. The old man had succeeded in twisting loose and was wriggling 
across the dirt, his arms extended toward the handle. Nick got his feet 
under him somehow and jumped on the old man’s back. Gorgas was 
surprisingly strong for his age and he had the fury of insanity to aid 
him now. Nick’s fingers tightened around Gorgas’s throat. The old 
man stared up at him, his hands clawing at Nick’s eyes. Nick closed 
his eyes, feeling the long nails rake his cheeks, and tightened his 
fingers slowly. Time dissolved into a spinning blur of whiteness. I’m 
hurting as much as you, Nick thought. Somewhere far away he felt 
something give under his fingers. Slowly, the message came through 
to him. He had won. He had snapped the hyoid bone. Nick opened his 
eyes and looked into the face of a dead man. 

Without really knowing what he was doing, he picked himself up 
and ripped the wires out of the detonator. Then he lifted the black box 
and walked with it to the sheer edge of the Acropolis and sent it 
spinning to the rocks below. 

Sirens wailed in the distance. Nick gazed over the sleeping city of 
Athens, stretching away low and white into the distance. The sun was 
well up, reflecting off the copper domes of the churches. In the sky, he 
saw a puff of smoke and the bright light of a flare, followed by a 
second one Shorty’s signal. The Maid was sailing. 

With infinite weariness, he slipped out his knife and walked to 
where Xenia was bound to a column of the Parthenon. He didn’t know 


about himself or Xenia but he figured the Parthenon was good for 
another two thousand years easily. Personally, he was good for two 
thousand years of sleep. And he still had to get to the harbor. 


CHAPTER 14 


A SILENCE lay over the waterfront. The first rays of the rising sun 
brightened the upper stories of the stone buildings and glittered on the 
tops of the masts of the ships, but at dock level things were still in 
shadow. General Lin Te-peng of the People’s Republic of China stood 
on the stern of the Maid of Athens and surveyed the almost deserted 
waterfront. He was, as usual, expensively dressed and impeccably 
turned out in civilian clothes. A pair of binoculars hung around his 
neck. From tune to lime he raised these and stared back in the 
direction of Athens. His face was impassive but from time to time he 
toyed with his beard, a sure sign of heightening tension. 

General Lin greeted Papadorus briefly when the billionaire came 
out on deck arrayed in Bermuda shorts and a red silk shirt against the 
already rising heat of the day. 

“Most remarkable,” General Lin observed. “I would have been 
quite positive that our mutual friend, Gorgas, would have gone ahead 
with his plan to destroy the Parthenon. I know that he has not yet 
been apprehended. Perhaps I am no longer the judge of persons that I 
once was.” 

“T’m worried,” Papadorus said. “Very worried.” 

The Chinese general regarded him through narrowed lids and 
smiled faintly. 

“You are always worried, my friend. About which particular thing 
are you now most concerned?” 

“Everything,” the billionaire bleated. “We should have heard from 
the princess hours ago. How do we know that Gorgas is not free and 
coming even now to take his revenge? You were unable to find the 
American agent so one must assume that he, also, is free. I wish that 
we had killed him at once rather than waiting to interrogate him.” 

“You understand, Mr. Papadorus,” the general said quietly, “that 
one does not effectively quell a coup d’etat by reporting it to the 
nearest gendarme. You must reach certain unavailable people. By the 
time I returned to the villa he was no longer in the pool. It is more 
than likely that, being unable to hinder us, he somehow sabotaged the 
princess’s excellent plan to provide us with hostages for our flight to 
Albania. In which case, the sooner we sail, the better.” 

“Let us wait just a little while longer,” Papadorus said. “You do not 
know that woman as I do. I admire her but, to be frank, I am also 
terrified of her. If I ever sailed without her she would find a way to 
ruin me. She knows enough to do it easily.” 

Lin Te-peng concealed a grimace. 


“You are very foolish, Papadorus. The records of the Golden 
Islands spy apparatus are literally worth their weight in gold to the 
Chinese People’s Republic. More, actually. Each page represents a 
trained spy and methods of controlling future spies. And, if they are 
lost, you, needless to say, are a ruined man.” 

Papadorus wrinkled his brow. 

“She will come,” he insisted stubbornly. “She is like a cat with nine 
lives.” 

“The princess is a remarkable woman but she is not worth your 
freedom. Reckless as you may be with your own future,” Lin said, “I’m 
afraid that I cannot let you imperil the huge Chinese investment in 
Golden Islands any further. Or for that matter permit my government 
to be implicated in a blow against the Greek government by my 
presence here.” 

Lin casually drew a small automatic pistol out of his coat and 
pointed it squarely at the billionaire’s ample belly. 

“Forgive me, Papadorus,” he said, “but I now must ask you to 
order the captain to sail.” 

For a moment the billionaire stared into the barrel of the gun and 
the bleak eyes of the Chinese general. Then he walked to a telephone 
set into the bulkhead and lifted the receiver. 

“Ask Captain Christeedes to cast off and follow our predetermined 
course to Albania,” the billionaire said. 

Together they stared at the dockside. They found the lack of bustle 
strange and disquieting on this morning when all the workers had 
been advised to remain in their homes by Radio Athens until the 
revolutionary situation was entirely cleared up. 

“T know that she will come,” Papadorus said. 

“She will have to hurry,” Lin said dryly. Already the yacht’s 
powerful engines were churning the water of the dockside and 
uniformed crewmen danced about the decks casting off the last lines. 

“T hope there are ballet, dancers in Albania,” Papadorus said with a 
simper. 

Ridiculous old satyr, the Chinese general thought. He wondered 
how the princess, who was a woman who knew her own mind, put up 
with the fool. If Papadorus was an example of successful capitalism, 
no wonder the system was disintegrating. 

He stayed on the stern of the yacht until they had c leared the 
outer harbor, keeping a silent lookout. Finally he decided to go below. 
On the high seas, General Lin decided they were safe. No matter how 
implicated in the coup Papadorus might be, no airplanes would dare 
to bomb them without more concrete evidence than they had at this 
point. And it would be difficult for any military boat to haul down the 
fleet Maid. 


As he gave the waterfront a last sweep with his glasses, he stopped 
short, his attention caught by a small craft in the distance. It was 
moving on an overtaking course and coming on with phenomenal 
rapidity. In a moment it became visible to his naked eye. He watched 
it for a few more seconds, theu, without consulting Papadorus, walked 
to the telephone. 

“Be good enough to bring the machine guns and crews to the 
afterdeck mountings,” General Lin said into the phone. He had 
anticipated the possibility of pursuit early last night and had acted 
accordingly. 

General Lin supervised the mounting and arming of the guns with 
his usual analytic detachment while the speck on the horizon grew 
nearer. 

The graceful lines of the Maid of Athens grew steadily larger as the 
hydrofoil, under the skillful handling of Tex Collins, ate up the few 
nautical miles that separated the two ships. A weary and stubble- 
chinned Nick Carter sat next to Tex calculating his plan of attack. 
Behind him, Shorty manned the craft’s single machine gun. A haggard 
Xenia sat below in a well-protected cabin from which in better times 
junketeering admirals and their ladies savored the pleasure of the 
Grecian waters. 

The Texan turned to Nick. 

“Ah’m not sure we ought to get in a fire fight without orders, sir. 
Could mean mah rating. Think maybe the least we could do is fire a 
warning shot or two across her bow, even ifen it’s Fu Manchu they all 
got in that boat.” 

Nick grinned tiredly and shook his head. 

“You’re new at this game, son. When the time comes we'll fire 
these for all we’re worth and be damn glad we’ve got them.” Nick 
indicated the two ultra-new depth-charge throwers that perched on 
the hydrofoil’s stern. They were still in the testing stagehence their 
presence on this experimental boatbut they had proven that they 
could throw depth charges with the precision of an artillery piece. 

“Ah doan know, sir ...” the Texan said, unconvinced. 

Suddenly, the silence of the morning was broken by the sound of 
machine guns. Splinters flew up from the hydrofoil’s deck and Tex 
swerved the speeding ship in desperate evasive tactics. 

“The guns are on the stern,” Nick roared back to Shorty. The fat 
bearded man from Interpol needed no encouragement. He swung his 
weapon wildly, trying to find the proper range from the deck of the 
swerving hydrofoil. Once again, the Maid’s stern-mounted guns raked 
the hydrofoil, then Shorty’s heavy fifty-caliber weapon was spewing a 
stream of lead back across the water. 

“They all fired on us, sir,” the Texan shouted gleefully. “Y’all bear 


me out.” 

“Sure,” Nick yelled back over the roar of the guns. “Now let’s make 
a run in on them before they chew us to pieces.” 

Abruptly, the hydrofoil stopped its zigzagging and darted straight 
ahead. 

Nick’s eyes were glued to the rangefinder dials as the Texan 
poured the power on for a full-speed run at the big yacht’s side. 
Bullets whunked around them, tearing great chunks out of the 
hydrofoil’s deck. Nick heard a choked cry from behind him and 
suddenly the hydrofoil’s machine gun was silent. 

Nick didn’t take his eyes from the rangefinder. The needles were 
swinging toward perfect agreement. At the cxact moment they met, 
Nick punched the firing button on both depth-charge throwers. The 
boat bucked under the power of the firing depth charges and then Tex 
was taking her away from the yacht in desperately dodging curves. 

Nick turned and followed the charges with his eyes as they made 
twin arcs against the clear Grecian sky, then tumbled down to explode 
on contact against the Maid’s superstructure. The power in the depth 
charges was more than he had expected. The noise crashed out over 
the calm sea and the blast blinded him momentarily. When he 
recovered the use of his eyes, Nick saw the big yacht broken in two 
down to the waterline and already taking water fast. 

The Texan whirled the hydrofoil around in a wide circle just out of 
range of any dying sting left in the Maid’s guns. The caution wasn’t 
necessary. The yacht went down in a surprisingly short time. One 
moment she lay broken, listing far over on her side, and the next she 
put her bow up in the air and slid slowly and gracefully backward 
under water. 

The people on the hydrofoil watched, unable to tear their eyes 
from the spectacle until the last trace of the Maid had disappeared and 
the waves were already smoothing out over the spot where she had 
gone down. 

Nick turned to make a remark to Shorty, something cheerful and 
kidding about the way he had handled the gun. The good-natured, 
bearded man from Interpol stared back at him with uncomprehending 
eyes. His body was riddled with half a dozen heavy machine-gun 
slugs. 

Nick looked at the great inert body and began to curse wearily. 
After a while he stopped. He couldn’t curse Shorty back to life. Shorty 
was dead in the line of duty. It was all part of the game. Nick 
wondered if he wasn’t getting a little tired of the game. Dressing up as 
seamen and professors and learning foreign languages was fine fun 
and kept you alert. Watching people you worked with fall beside you 
year after year was hard to take. 


Nick got up and went to the rail. He stood there, a lean, weary 
figure, smoking a cigarette that tasted bad. The Texan circled steadily 
around the spot where the Maid went down, searching for survivors. 
They found none. 

After a few minutes, the Texan gave Nick an inquiring look over 
his shoulder. Nick shrugged and pointed toward 

Piraeus. The Texan nodded somberly and came about 180 degrees. 

For Nick Carter it was a confusion of days. He spent long hours on 
the radio to Hawk filling out reports and situation analyses. At night 
he slept alone. Xenia would not see him. After listening to her story of 
her time in Gorgas’s hands, Nick couldn’t blame her much if she never 
slept with any man again. Nick was hardly what could be called 
squeamish but her reluctantly told tale of alternating death threats, 
pseudo-mystic ecstasy and sexual humiliation at the hands of the 
insane old monk had wound itself tightly into his brain and filtered 
into his consciousness while he was working with Washington on the 
radio. 

Not that he permitted it to affect his de-briefing activities. Hawk 
was well satisfied with Nick. In fact, Hawk was pleased. But Hawk was 
disturbed at a certain tone that entered his top agent’s voice from time 
to time. Perhaps he was tipped off the time Nick asked him cheerfully 
what particularly wretched sinkhole of the world Hawk intended to 
send N3 to next. Hawk had been around intelligence people for a long 
time nowcertainly long enough to recognize particular symptoms. 

Hawk said it had been a hard case. The newspapers wouldn’t carry 
the story, of course. The public wouldn’t hear about it until years 
later, when some statesman wrote his memoirs, and likely enough 
claimed credit for the whole thing. But in certain high circles where 
the really big decisions are made, on both sides of the bamboo 
curtain, the results of Nick’s work would be felt and understood. And 
deeply appreciated on at least one side. 

And, Hawk felt, since Nick had recently contributed so much to the 
continued gaiety of nationssome nations anywayhe should be treated 
to the bureaucratic equivalent of Tender Loving Care. He could have a 
vacation. In fact, Hawk ordered Nick to take a vacation. 

That was three days ago. Now Nick was obeying his orders. He was 
at the desk of his hotel checking out in a much more cheerful frame of 
mind about the vacation than he had been when it was ordered. 

A hoarse old feminine voice assailed him as Nick turned from the 
desk. Its owner was Mrs. Herbert, the outspoken American widow who 
had dogged Nick’s tracks at the Golden Islands reception. 

“Professor Harding,” she honked. “I’m so glad that I caught you 
before you left. I’m leaving Greece, myself, and I don’t think I shall 
come back. That fickle boy Stivos has left me and besides, Athens is so 


dull, don’t you think?” 

“T wouldn’t have put it exactly that way, myself,” Nick said with a 
polite smile. 

“Oh, yes,” the widow said with a deprecatory wave of her hand, “I 
understand that there was a war or something the other night but we 
couldn’t even hear the firing from our balcony. Perhaps it may be very 
interesting to you archeologists but from my point of view, nothing 
interesting has happened here since Lord Byron’s last visit.” 

Nick murmured sympathy and farewells and took a cab to Piraeus. 
She was waiting for him at the dock, slim and beautifully built. She 
was thirty-five feet long and sloop-rigged. She was equipped with 
enough steaks, wine and Scotch whisky for a month’s cruise. 

And in the cockpit, waving at the big American as he hurried down 
the dock, was a dark-haired beauty named Xenia, whose grave dark 
eyes glowed with promise. 


THE END 


